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OUTSIDERS—AND IN 


CHAPTER I 

At Corby one leaves the main line and has 
to wait thirteen minutes for the local train to 
Brailham; and most passengers have had 
occasion to wonder at the number of times 
Corby church clock strikes the quarters during 
that baker’s dozen of minutes. 

On the present occasion it had struck 
three times since the 8.50 down express had 
steamed away, leaving a lady and gentleman 
standing on the branch-line platform, to wait 
with what patience they might for the laggard 
local that plies between Market Soken and 
Brailham. 

By 8.50 on a late November afternoon it 
is apt to be dusk; and by 4.80 it was almost 
dark. The lady and gentleman did not stand 
very near together, and though they had, 
while the light lasted, eyed each other 
suspiciously from time to time, they had 
been far from evincing any desire to scrape 
acquaintance. 

B 2 
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4 OUTSIDERS—AND IN 

* Hope she’s not going to Mote ! * was the 
inward aspiration of the gentleman. 

4 What a bore if he is going to Mote too,’ 
thought the lady. 

They had neither of them any tangible 
grounds for their unfriendly attitude towards 
each other. They had never seen each other 
before, and it was really too dark for either 
of them to see anything very objectionable 
now. Indeed, there was nothing objectionable 
to be seen in any light. Rather the contrary. 
They had one point in common. Each stood 
very close to their luggage, and the luggage 
of each, as far as its outside went, looked 
singularly new and fresh. On the gentleman’s 
portmanteau the letters R. O. were branded; 
on the lady’s basket-trunks the initials M. A. 
were painted, in absolutely clean white paint. 
No maid had saved the lady the harass¬ 
ment of claiming her baggage, and no valet 
had looked after that of the gentleman. 
Both had looked after their own, and 
with such agitated stupidity that they were 
each almost left in the predicament of find¬ 
ing themselves deprived of their luggage 
altogether. 

As the darkness gathered they each 
fidgeted a good deal about the labels on their 
bags and boxes. 

At 4.83 the faithless train arrived, and 
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not long after five it drew up at Brailham, 
three stations farther on. 

To the disgust of R. O. (who had studiously 
taken refuge in a damp and dismal ‘ smoker ’ 
—smelling like a hearse set apart for corpses 
with a taste for stale American tobacco), M. A. 
emerged upon the platform at the same 
moment as himself. 

He observed, however, that the carriage 
she left was a second class, and he consoled 
himself with the reflexion that, though some 
of Lady Wrentham’s gentlemen-guests might 
nowadays very easily travel third, it was 
quite impossible that any second-class female 
traveller could be one of a house-party at 
Mote. 

The station-master received both lady 
and gentleman at first with a chastened and, 
as it were, conditional sort of respect. But 
when it became obvious that the train 
contained no other possible passengers for 
Mote, his cautious civility deferred into a 
reparatory adulation. 

* There’s a carriage for you, my lady, 
ma’am/ he announced, in an ecclesiastical sort 
Of voice, indicating the rear of the station with 
a gesture of the head, his hands being already 
filled with the more portable specimens of 
her luggage. * Sir,’ he added, anxious to 
include the gentleman in his attentions, ‘ the 
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carriage from Mote is waiting for you. Jim, 
bring the gentleman’s things at onst.’ 

He had been station-master at Brailham 
so long that he had unconsciously assimilated 
a great knowledge of polite lore, and he was 
aware that it is much more likely that a 
petticoated guest at a big house will be rightly 
addressed as ‘ My Lady ’ than that a trousered 
one should have any claim to be called ‘ Your 
Lordship.’ This peculiar circumstance the 
station-master believed to be ‘ owing to Knights 
and Baroknights, and them sorts.* 

It was perfectly obvious on the present 
occasion that R. O. was not ‘ a lordship ’; 
indeed the station-master felt it to be practi¬ 
cally certain that M. A. was not a ladyship, 
and watered her title accordingly. 

The carriage proved to be a station- 
omnibus. But, of course, as little like the 
’bus of city life, as the high stepping, black 
horses, seventeen hands high at least, were like 
the melancholy steeds that used to draw the city 
clerk to his counting-house in the morning. 

The coachman had a very smart livery, 
and a very tall young footman held the 
carriage door open for the lady and gentleman 
to get in. There was an earl’s coronet on 
the panel bestriding an immense W. 

Miss M. A. took her place in the right-hand 
corner of the carriage nearest the box; R. O. 
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settled down into the left-hand corner next 
the door. The footman, having shut them 
in, mounted the box; the station-master put 
in his head: 

‘ If any telegrams come I will send them 
on at onst,’ he said, touching his cap, and 
employing an invariable formula intended to 
create a supposititious feeling of obligation on 
the part of the addressees. He pronounced 
‘ any * as if it was a lady’s name. 

The gentleman fumbled in his pocket and 
passed a coin into the ever-alert hand of the 
station-master. M. A. also fumbled, but the 
carriage had moved off before she had found 
the secret entrance to her pocket. 

The station-master carried a lamp, which 
he lost no time in turning on the effigy of his 
sovereign that had just come into his posses¬ 
sion. He smacked his lips as he pocketed it. 

‘ I knowed he were poor, he were that 
shabby. And it’s alius the poor ones as gives 
the most, in ’opes as no one ’ll think they 
har poor.’ 

* Bless my soul! ’ cried the gentleman 
presently. 

‘ Is anything the matter ? ’ inquired the 
lady. 

The gentleman seemed much disturbed. 

* I do believe,’ he explained, 4 that I gave 
that man half a sovereign just now.* 
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* Instead of a sixpence,* suggested the 
lady logically. 

The gentleman blushed a little. Sixpence 
is not much for a station-master. But then 
the station-master had really done nothing 
for him; it was Jim who had brought out 
his luggage; and after all the lady had given 
nothing at all herself. 

‘ It lay between sixpence and nothing,’ 
said the gentleman apologetically. 

* I think the latter was quite enough,* 
remarked the lady without contrition. ‘ That *s 
just what I gave.’ 

‘ When one is not very rich,’ observed the 
gentleman, ‘ all these things are rather trying.’ 

‘ When one is horribly poor,’ agreed the 
lady, * these things are really insufferable.’ 

‘ I meant that half-sovereign for the foot¬ 
man,’ said the young man. 4 Between Ketter¬ 
ing and Corby I had the carriage to myself, 
and I got out all my money and decided how 
I should distribute it.’ 

‘I saw you,’ said the young woman. ‘You 
arranged it in little heaps on the seat. There 
was a small glass triangle between our carriages. 
I knelt on the seat and watched you.’ 

The gentleman flushed again. 

(‘ The devil you did,’ he observed, in a 
voice that did not reach the other corner of the 
omnibus.) 
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OUTSIDERS—AND IN 9 

The lady laughed. 

‘ There was a sovereign all by itself,’ 
she said. ‘ You put it away once, but re¬ 
luctantly brought it back again. That’s for 
the butler.’ 

The gentleman laughed too. 

*. . . Only,* continued the lady, ‘ you 
were right at first. He won’t deserve it. 
Don’t you give him anything, then you *11 
have saved eleven and six, in spite of the 
station-master.’ 

‘ Saved eleven and six I * 

‘ Obviously. That sovereign was as good 
as gone ; you had lost all manly feeling about 
it, and feebly resolved to give it to the 
butler. If you do not you will save twenty 
shillings, minus nine and six to the station- 
master.* 

‘ But I gave ten shillings to the station- 
master.* 

‘ Yes. But only nine and six of it was a 
mistake. After all, you meant to give sixpence.’ 

The gentleman began to think the lady 
must really be rather clever. Her financial 
acumen seemed to him very striking. 

‘ I don’t in the least want to give a sovereign 
to that butler,’ he said in a tone of irritation. 

‘ Of course not. He will do nothing what¬ 
ever for you until the last morning. Then he 
will hide your railway-rug while you are at 
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breakfast. And just as you are stepping 
into the carriage to go to the station he will 
hurry out with it and say that he thinks it 
must be yours, that he thinks you have 
forgotten it-’ 

‘ If he does that, I know I shall give him the 
sovereign 1 * 

4 Then you will be exceedingly foolish. 
Especially after my laying open the whole 
plot to you. Try to be more morally 
courageous. . . . And five shillings is too much 
for the—Hulloa ! Here we are, I suppose. 
How I do hate the moment of arrival. Especi¬ 
ally when the rest of the party have arrived 
before you; they have you at a horrid disad¬ 
vantage, and I think it was very nasty of Lady 
Wrentham not to ask me till to-day. They ’ll 
all be assembled to criticise us. I wonder 
if I have a smut on my nose ? ’ 

The carriage drew up under a huge Gothic 
porch ; the tall young footman got down and 
came to let down the steps and open the door 
of the carriage. A clock, somewhere on a 
turret, struck quarter to six, and one half 
of an immense oak hall door was thrown open, 
and the identical butler of so much discussion 
came forth to show them in. 

In the outer hall the gentleman deposited 
the railway rug which the butler was to conceal, 
and the lady left her waterproofs. Then the 
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door of the great inner hall was opened and 
a number of smart people became visible. 

4 Miss Audley ! ’ called out the butler. 

4 And Mr. Oxenhope,’ he added, as if it 
were an after-thought, and a concession. 

They advanced shamefacedly in the order 
named. 

4 You have a smut on your nose,’ said Mr. 
Oxenhope, in a low voice, stooping forward. 
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CHAPTER II 

‘ The train, of course, is late,’ Lady Wrentham 
had observed, half an hour earlier; * poor 
things, they will have had a wretched long 
wait at Corby. And one can’t even get tea 
there.’ 

Lady Wrentham was enjoying her own tea 
with placid complacence. Her capacity for 
enjoying everything was one of her most 
delightful characteristics. 

‘ And who are the poor things ? ’ inquired 
Miss Slaithwaite politely. Miss Slaithwaite 
always answered Lady Wrentham when every¬ 
one else was reading or occupied in conversa¬ 
tion of their own. You always met Miss 
Slaithwaite in the best houses, and she was 
always exactly the same. She never had 
been young exactly, and she never would be 
old exactly. She was not precisely rich, but 
she was not in the least poor. Nor was she 
ugly or even plain; though no one had ever 
alluded to her being handsome or even pretty. 

‘ Yes. Who are the poor things ? ’ asked 
old Lady St. Blazey, awaking opportunely 
from a gentle doze. 

12 
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‘ Well,’ replied Lady Wrentham, 4 the male 
poor thing is Roger Oxenhope, and the female 
is a Miss Audley.’ 

4 Ah! ’ said Lady St. Blazey, not as one 
carried away by the importance of the 
announcement. 

‘Yes,* said Miss Slaith waite, with corre¬ 
sponding calmness. 

4 Oxenhope! ’ called out Mrs. Lavenham, 
interrupting, for a moment, her subdued 
conversation with little Lord St. Blazey. 
* Is he a brother of Piggy Oxenhope of the 
Blues ? ’ 

4 1 don’t think he can be,* replied Lady 
Wrentham. 4 Captain Oxenhope is rich, isn’t 
he ? ’ 

4 Rolling,’ declared Mrs. Lavenham. 

4 Poor Roger Oxenhope hasn’t two red 
cents to knock together,’ said Lady Wrentham. 

Mrs. Lavenham lost interest in him and 
relapsed into her asides with the young Baron 
of St. Blazey. 

4 ... If I had only two red cents,’ 
remarked her daughter, Gladys Lavenham, 
4 1 would not knock them together, I should 
spend them.’ 

4 1 should put them in the Post Office 
Savings Bank,’ declared Mr. de Wett, to 
whom her declaration was addressed. 

4 And I should send them in a registered 
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envelope to the Commissioners for the Reduc¬ 
tion of the National Debt,’ said Mr. Drake, 
cutting into the conversation after a tiresome 
fashion he had, and cutting out of his own 
discussion of Dante Gabriel Rossetti with 
Miss Mallory. 

4 For my part,’ asserted that young lady, 
clambering, as it were, after him, ‘ I should 
give them to the poor.’ 

4 Sweet girl I ’ said Mr. Drake, regarding 
her with calmly approving eye, 4 recklessly 
generous as ever 1 Should you put them in 
the collection on two successive Sundays ? 
Judiciously held I should say a red cent 
might for an instant pass for the phantom 
of a half-sovereign.’ 

4 And who,’ inquired Lord St. Blazey, 
thinking he had rather neglected his hostess 
all tea-time, 4 and who is the female poor 
thing? Miss Aumbrey, didn’t you say, Lady 
Wrentham ? ’ 

4 No, Audley; Mildred Audley. She’s 
very pretty. Lord St. Blazey.’ 

4 Beauty,’ observed the young peer with 
a sententious grin, 4 is but skin deep.* 

4 Nothing like so deep as that in some cases, 
Blazes,’ observed Mr. Drake, again cutting 
in, and gazing with some fixity at the snub¬ 
nosed visage of his friend. 

Lord St. Blazey laughed consumedly. He 
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always did laugh when he was wanted to, and 
most of all if the pleasantry seemed directed 
against himself. * Unfortunately/ he remarked 
precipitately, 4 those very pretty girls are 
always so dreadfully poor/ 

4 Not quite always / said Mrs. Lavenham, 
with some asperity. She was certainly not 
herself impecunious. 

4 Do you think so ? ’ said Miss Mallory, 
who also was very comfortably off. 

Again Lord St. Blazey roared cheerily. 

4 Oh, Lord/ he cried, 4 my poor foot. How 
I do ram it in/ 

4 II n’ouvre jamais la bouche sans mettre 
les pieds ht-dedans/ said Miss Mallory, in a 
penetrating aside to Mr. Drake. 

4 That’s quite impossible/ replied that 
gentleman; 4 no mouth short of a crocodile’s 
or an elephant’s could take it in. Could it, 
Blazey ? ’ 

4 Could what ? * 

‘Miss Mallory says—now, Miss Mallory, 
you know you did—she says you put 
your hoof in your mouth every time you 
open it.’ 

4 Is Mr. Oxenhope good-looking ? ’ inquired 
Mrs. Lavenham, going across to Lady Wren- 
tham. She thought Lord St. Blazey was 
rather neglecting her. 

To Mrs. Lavenham every man was after 
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all a man; and if not seriously useful was 
nevertheless always available for practice. 

‘ No, dear,* replied her ladyship, ‘ not 
particularly. He dresses rather well, only he *s 
so poor. Still he always looks a gentleman.* 

Mrs. Lavenham was rather discouraged. 

‘ Is he awfully hard up ? Regular stoney ? * 
she inquired with somewhat laboured sym¬ 
pathy. Mrs. Lavenham liked all men, but 
she did infinitely prefer them rich. 

‘ It *s not so much a case of thai,’ said Lady 
Wrentham. ‘ He *s not spent his money. There 
never was any. If anything he *s less poor 
now than he used to be.’ 

* What is he ? ’ asked Miss Slaithwaite, 
observing the growing apathy of Mrs. Laven¬ 
ham. 

‘ He writes—novels, I fancy, and what 
he calls social studies. Sort of very young 
novels without any plots, you know. All 
conversations and descriptions.’ 

4 Very young novels, but not for the very 
young. Eh, Lady Wrentham?’ inquired Mr. 
Drake, cutting in from a considerable distance 
this time. 

Miss Mallory had inveigled him to the 
piano, and was trying to induce him to play an 
accompaniment for her. 

4 No, indeed. Rather the contrary,’ laughed 
Lady Wrentham. 
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‘ He writes books, does he ? * cried Mrs. 
Lavenham with a little scream. ‘ And he *11 
put us all in! What with society authors and 
kodaks, one’s life is really not one’s own 
nowadays. Last year at Wealdmoor there 
was an author—and he kodaked too; the 
duchess did not approve of it all. I thought 
she was quite right. I begged her to forbid 
him to put any of us in. I told her that for 
my part I should be furious if he put me in. 
But he did. The book came out in the spring ; 
it was called “ Babylonia.” And both I and 

dear Kathleen were in it, as plain as plain-’ 

4 Of course,* Miss Mallory was heard to say 
in her clear aside to Mr. Drake. 

Mrs. Lavenham heard the aside and was 
furious. 4 However,’ she concluded sharply, 
* the book was suppressed almost immediately.* 
4 So I should suppose,’ said Miss Mallory 
again, and again not inaudibly. 

Lord St. Blazey spurted into an explosive 
laugh; in the midst of which, from the outer 
hall, entered Kathleen Lavenham and Sir 
Grooby Pool. They had been playing battle¬ 
dore and shuttlecock with the direct approval 
of the young lady’s mother. Sir Grooby was 
extremely well off, and Pool Royal was the 
biggest house in Foxshire. 

4 What is the joke ? ’ inquired Miss Laven¬ 
ham. 
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* Oh,’ replied Miss Mallory unabashed, 
* your mother has been describing the realistic 
novel of which you and she were the heroines, 
and how the Lord Chamberlain had to put his 
foot on it.’ 

‘ I never mentioned Lord Tatham,’ declared 
Mrs. Lavenham angrily. ‘ I know him inti¬ 
mately.’ 

4 Then he should have been more lenient,’ 
persisted Miss Mallory, unrepentant and irre¬ 
pressible. 

Another door opened and the Bishop bustled 
in, with a pile of letters in his hands and a 
pen behind his ear, of whose presence there 
he maintained a dignified unconsciousness. 

4 1 hope I’m not too late for post,’ he 
exclaimed earnestly. 

4 No, my dear lord. The box is cleared 
at six,’ said Lady Wrentham, reassuringly. 

His lordship went over to the box, and 
dropped the letters in one by one. 

4 Thirteen,’ he said with some elation, 
4 and nine this morning. Who says I don’t 
need a secretary ? * 

Nobody had said so, so far as the present 
company knew. And nobody was going to 
say so now. 

4 Indeed,’ said Lady Wrentham, 4 you 
ought to have brought him with you.’ 

She had, as a matter of fact, not thought 
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of inviting him. Next year she would 
do so. 

‘Yes,’ declared Mrs. Lavenham, * you 
ought certainly to have brought him.* After 
all, he too would have been a man, and perhaps 
young and good-looking; she had really 
known quite good-looking parsons. At least, 
if she had not known them herself she had 
heard of them, she fancied she had read of 
them as a girl in Miss Yonge’s instructive 
novels. 

Besides, even if neither young nor hand¬ 
some, the episcopal secretary would have 
done nicely for taking in Miss Slaithwaite 
and people like that to dinner, and so better 
men would have been free to be better em¬ 
ployed. 

But the Bishop only smiled. He knew 
that the episcopal secretary had to stay and 
keep house in the Palace, and see that the 
episcopal grooms and footmen did not make 
love to the episcopal maids. For the Bishop 
of Huntchester was a widower. 
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CHAPTER III 

The noise of wheels made itself heard while 
Lady Wrentham and Mrs. Lavenham were 
in the act of hospitably lamenting the absence 
of the Bishop’s secretary, and Miss Mallory 
was heard to declare that it was doubtless 
the ‘ poor things * at last. 

4 And who,* inquired the prelate, with 
urbane interest, 4 may the 44 poor things ” be ? ’ 

4 That is what we’ve all been asking,’ said 
Lady St. Blazey, now effectually aroused, 
and knitting in an impassioned manner in 
order to remain so. 

4 It’s a man and a woman,’ explained 
Miss Mallory, 4 and the man has come to write 
a book all about Mrs. Lavenham—you needn’t 
look startled, my lord, it’s going to be quite 
proper.’ 

To do him justice, the Bishop had not yet 
looked in the least startled, but he looked 
so now. 

Fortunately, the door from the outer hall 
was at that moment thrown open, and the 
butler announced— 

4 Miss Audley, my lady I ’—and after a 
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momentary pause— 4 and Mr. Oxsnipp, yer 
ladyship/ 

Miss Audley came forward, making a 
swift, and seemingly automatic, pass at her 
own nose, as though a bee had settled there; 
and closely followed by the redoubtable writer 
of social studies. Both seemed rather dazzled 
by the brilliant light of the great hall, after 
the dusk of the outer hall and the darkness 
outside. 

Lady Wrentham came forward and folded 
the young lady to the bust of her tea-gown. 

‘ How late you are, you poor things 1 You 
must be frozen/ 

‘ Have I a smut on my nose, Joe ? ’ 
whispered Miss Audley. ‘ Do tell me/ 

* A smut! Let me see. Not a sign of 
one/ murmured the fair countess reassuringly. 

Miss Audley glanced back for a moment at 
Mr. Oxenhope; and her look conveyed a promise 
of future chastisement. He quite understood : 
but meanwhile he was occupied with the 
welcome of his hostess. 

Neither of the newcomers knew anybody, 
so Lady Wrentham said it was quite useless 
to attempt to introduce them. 

4 ... If I told you their names you could 
never commit them all to memory. So I ’ll 
leave you to find them out as you go on/ 
observed the countess. 
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‘ I will begin, anyway, with that,* said 
Miss Audley, indicating, by a gesture in which 
only an eyelid seemed implicated, the Bishop 
and Mrs. Lavenham, who, she perceived, 
were discussing Mr. Oxenhope and herself in 
a manner that was far from meeting with her 
approval. 4 That,* she continued, 4 is an arch¬ 
deacon. I can tell him by his legs; and he 
is listening to me being sorted by his mother.’ 

She really spoke in a very low tone. But 
Miss Mallory’s ears were portentous. 

4 Oh, no I ’ said Lady Wrentham, 4 that’s 
the Bishop. Our own Bishop—of Hunt- 
chester, you know. His first wife was cousin of 
Wrentham’s.* 

4 And the lady is no relation of his—at 
present,’ added Miss Mallory. 

4 1 wonder if she’s a poor relation,’ observed 
Kathleen Lavenham to Sir Grooby Pool, who 
has not yet secured his Nunc Dimittis. 4 1’m 
nearly sure I heard her call Lady Wrentham 
44 Joe.” You know Lady Wrentham’s name 
is Josephine, only Lord Wrentham always 
calls her Buggins.’ 

* I rather bar poor relations,’ remarked Sir 
Grooby, scarcely doing himself justice. He 
was not in reality a bad-natured man or a 
snob; but he made these sort of speeches on 
the chance of anyone thinking them clever. 
He did not himself know anything clever 
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when he saw it; but it generally seemed to 
him rather meaningless, so he was not without 
hopes of being fortuitously epigrammatic some 
day. 

4 I expect they ’re both poor relations,’ 
declared Mr. Drake, cutting in with quite 
startling abruptness—neither Kathleen nor 
Sir Grooby had known he was so near to them; 
‘ and Lady Wrentham intends marrying the 
girl to you, Grue-Grue; and the man very 
likely to old Lady St. Blazey, en secondes noces. 
That sort of thing is much in vogue, and I 
don’t believe the dowager is a day over sixty.* 
4 You ’re very kind 1 * exclaimed Sir Grooby, 
ruffling. He could not abide Austin Drake, 
and these flippant allusions to himself made 
him redden with irritation. 

4 Kinder than she ’ll be, I fancy,* retorted 
Drake; ‘by the look of her I should say she 
would not think of a baronet.’ 

4 1 dare say not 1 ’ cried the one in question, 
with a valiant sarcastic endeavour. 

4 That girl will take nothing under St. 
Blazey,’ continued Drake. ‘And not him 
unless the dowager abdicates.* 

4 Don’t you think,’ inquired Gladys Laven- 
ham of Lord St. Blazey, 4 that Mr. Oxenhope 
is rather interesting looking ? * 

4 Well, no,’ laughed the cheery little peer. 
4 1 don’t know that I’d say that, to do him 
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justice. He’s a bit seedy, perhaps, but he’s 
quite clean, and he gets his hair cut; and he 
don’t shut his eyes while he’s talking, or 
twist himself round his legs like a penny 
Laocoon.’ 

‘ I rather like the look of him,’ remarked 
the young lady, laughing. 

‘ So do I. He ’s a good sort, I’m thinking. 
And the girl is un-kimmon; what do you say?* 

But on the subject of Miss Audley, it did 
not appear that the younger Miss Lavenham 
was, at present, going to say anything. 

4 And now, my dear lord,’ whispered Mrs. 
Lavenham, 4 1 must run away. For at this 
quiet time I generally read for half an hour.’ 

The lady laid such an emphasis on the 
word 4 read ’ as did not fail to suggest de¬ 
votional study to the mind of the prelate. As 
a matter of fact, it was usually the fiction of 
Gaul that the widow privately read 4 at this 
quiet hour,* in a loose wrapper by the fire in 
her bedroom. And even that for not very 
long : for Mrs. Lavenham always changed her 
eyebrows for dinner, and these sort of arrange¬ 
ments are apt to protract one’s toilette 
operations immensely. 

She held out her hand a little, and the good 
prelate lightly patted it. 

4 1 will not keep you,’ he murmured 
reverentially, 4 and think of me I * 
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He probably intended a request like Ham¬ 
let’s ; but Mrs. Lavenham was not thinking 
of her orison. Why should she ? It was not 
bedtime. 

* Ah! * she responded, in a voice that was 
half a sigh and half a whisper. 4 Ah 1 dear 
Bishop. That I do—so often.’ 

His lordship was quite fluttered. And 
yet he was not at all certain that the flutter 
was disagreeable. 
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CHAPTER IV 

4 Mr. Drake, will you show Mr. Oxenhope his 
room ? It*s the next one to yours.* 

Now, Mr. Drake’s room was in a gallery 
that had no room ‘ next * to it except what 
should have been its own dressing-room had 
there been any Mrs. Drake. As there was 
not, he did not require one. 

There was a door of communication that 
hitherto had been left unlocked; Mr. Drake 
knew that the dressing-room was small and 
that his own room was large and imposing. 
Yet he was aware that he did not himself 
rank very high on the roster of guests. Mr. 
Oxenhope must indeed be a poor relation. 

On the way upstairs the latter gentleman, 
who was rather observant, noted a perceptible 
change in his conductor’s manner. He had 
received Lady Wrentham’s commands as 
though honoured by them; but Lady Wren- 
tham was no longer in sight, and Mr. Oxenhope 
did not now find him very expansive. He 
did indeed observe that ‘ this is the stairs ’ 
when they had arrived at the foot of them ; 
but he did not converse, or encourage 
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conversational efforts on Oxenhope’s part. 
On the contrary, he hummed nigger-melodies, 
and jingled his money as he went, with both 
hands in his pockets and his eyeglass jammed 
inexorably into his eye. 

‘ That’s your room,* he remarked, when 
they had reached it; ‘ this is mine.’ Both 
doors were open, and it was obvious that one 
was very large, the other quite small. In 
the larger room the fire had been burning 
all day, and now a cheery glow was reflected 
on the red walls. The fire in the dressing- 
room had been lit probably at dusk, but had 
not burned, and had only now been relighted. 

The big mirror on Mr. Drake’s dressing- 
table reflected a quantity of silver articles, 
that would have been numerous even if the 
looking-glass had not doubled them. There 
was nothing at all on Mr. Oxenhope’s table 
except the two recently lighted candles; for 
his unimposing luggage was still not unpacked. 

A valet of precisely Mr. Drake’s own type, 
only not so plain, was arranging that gentle¬ 
man’s evening clothes, and putting links into 
a clean shirt for him. Mr. Oxenhope had 
only one pair of links to his name, and he 
would have himself to remove them, when 
the time came, from the shirt he had now on. 

‘ That,’ said Mr. Drake, ‘ is your room. 
This is mine.’ 
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* So we are neighbours,’ observed Oxenhope; 
not, it must be admitted, very brilliantly. 

4 So it seems,’ replied Mr. Drake, only 
he did not use his lips for the purpose—they 
were screwed up into 4 Dinah Do ! ’ Never¬ 
theless he said it very plainly. And Oxenhope 
flushed rather angrily. 

4 What a snob the chap is! ’ he thought, 
as he turned into his rather depressing little 
apartment. 4 1 should like to tell him so.’ 

Mr. Drake would not have believed him 
if he had. Mr. Drake did not think of a snob 
in that sort of light. People who knew 
everybody, and went everywhere—they were 
not snobs. But fellows like this seedy 
Oxenhope knew nothing about it. That 
gentleman unpacked, and arranged his things 
to the best advantage in the wardrobe, where 
it was rather difficult to see them with the 
naked eye. 

4 Oh, Lord ! Oh, Lord 1 ’ he cried pre¬ 
sently ; and he was so utterly knocked over 
that his lament was uttered aloud. Had he 
not been fiercely whistling the 4 Alabama 
Coon,’ Mr. Drake would probably have heard 
him through the communicating door. Mr. 
Oxenhope’s evening coat, well-cut in its day, 
but not of a recent epoch, was there; his 
evening trousers to match; but not a sign of 
the waistcoat. What should he do ? If the 
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fellow next door had been anyway decent he 
might have borrowed something from him— 
a white waistcoat perhaps. But what could 
he do ? He half resolved to ask one of the 
footmen to lend him something; but even 
with his hand on the bell he hesitated, and the 
red flush crept up his dark cheek. Perhaps 
it would be answered by the same footman 
whom they had met in the corridor just now; 
the man had been bringing a can of almost 
cold ‘ hot water * to Oxenhope’s room; he 
had bowed elaborately to Drake, but his 
stare had seemed to say to Oxenhope, ‘ Why 
the deuce can’t you bring your own vally 
to fetch and carry for you ? * Certainly, 
Roger decided, he could not ask that 
man to lend him a waistcoat. But some¬ 
thing must be done. The only question was 
what ? Should he go to bed and say he 
was too unwell to go down to dinner ? It 
really seemed as though it must come to 
that. 

He heard a step outside on the polished 
oak floor of the corridor. He flew to the 
door and looked out; it might be some one 
who could suggest something. It was Miss 
Audley. She was already dressed. Her room 
was on the other side of the same gallery 
farther down. 

The tragic face of Mr. Oxenhope advertised 
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her of disaster. On the whole the knowledge 
of its nature relieved her. 

4 Wait a bit,* she said. 4 Go into your 
room, and go on with your dressing; you ’ll 
be late. I will come back and leave a waist¬ 
coat at the door. . . .’ She smiled and nodded 
and hurried away. 

4 Wonderful woman 1 ’ thought Roger. 
4 Does she always travel about with men’s 
waistcoats in her trunk ? ’ 

Miss Audley knocked at Lady Wrentham’s 
door, and followed it up by going in. 

4 Joe, I want you to sent your maid for 
one of Lord Wrentham’s waistcoats,’ she 
observed, as if nothing were more in the 
ordinary course than for a young lady 
guest to require portions of her host’s 
clothing. 4 1 ought to have said an evening 
waistcoat,’ she added calmly; 4 a white one, 
or black—whatever they wear now—black, 
I fancy.’ 

Lady Wrentham obeyed without turning a 
hair. 

4 What on earth do you want it for ? ’ she 
inquired, when the maid had departed. 

4 For that man who arrived by the same 
train as I did. Cowslip, I think your butler 
said his name was.’ 

Lady Wrentham laughed. 

4 No. Perksitt said Oxsnipp; his real 
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name is Oxenhope. Why do you go about 
borrowing clothes for him ? * 

‘ He forgot to pack up his evening waist¬ 
coat, and he is almost beside himself. Had 
I not come to the rescue, I expect he would 
have strangled himself with the trousers. . . .’ 

The maid returned at this juncture, and 
Miss Audley hurried off with the waistcoat. 
Her approach was eagerly watched by Mr. 
Oxenhope, who was peeping furtively out of 
his door in his evening trousers and a mackin¬ 
tosh. 

‘ There! ’ she whispered, pushing it in 
triumphantly, ‘ It’s Lord Wrentham’s, but 
he doesn’t know in the least who I borrowed 
it for.’ 

Mere language, in its present imperfect 
state, would have failed to express Mr. Oxen- 
hope’s gratitude, so Miss Audley did not 
linger to receive his thanks, or be caught by 
Mr. Drake on his doormat. She returned 
forthwith to Lady Wrentham. 

‘ How do I look, Joe ? ’ she demanded 
with some complacence. 

* My dear, you look splendid, but you need 
jewels. Sweet simplicity doesn’t suit your 
style a bit.’ 

Miss Audley shrugged her shoulders. 

‘ I ’ll lend you some,’ insisted Lady Wren¬ 
tham; &nd forthwith she went to a small 
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safe in the wall concealed by a hinged mirror. 
4 Here,’ she said, 4 these sapphires are just the 
colour of your eyes, and the diamonds light 
them up a bit.’ 

They were fine gems, and certainly their 
addition made a vast difference. There was 
an indefinable lack of completion before. 

Lady Wrentham and Miss Audley went 
down to the drawing-room together. On the 
way Lord Wrentham overtook them. He 
was known to be ten years older than his wife, 
and she had for several years been said to 
be eight-and-twenty, so it may be concluded 
that he was about forty-five. But he had a 
slim, youthful figure, and really looked not 
more than six-and-thirty. 

He had never met Miss Audley before, and 
now began to regret the circumstance. 

In the drawing-room they found the Bishop, 
who was always in excellent time for dinner, 
and Mr. Manners, the agent, a good-looking 
young man, who was meekly disavowing 
any relationship to the Duke of Rutland. 

Miss Mallory arrived next, garnished with 
Lord St. Blazey and Mr. Drake, whom she 
had amassed en route . 

4 By Jove! * observed the jovial little 
peer in an awe-struck aside. 

Miss Mallory knew where he was looking, 
and smiled softly. 
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4 That’s one of Lady WrenthanCs Jubilee 
dresses,* she remarked, not alluding to the 
garment now worn by her ladyship, but to 
that on the back of Miss Audley. 

4 And those are certainly her sapphires 
and diamonds,* added Mr. Drake. 

Lord St. Blazey did not care sixpence 
whose dress it was, or whose jewels, but he 
was considerably impressed by the effect 
produced by them and their present wearer. 

He sidled up, and, catching Lady Wren- 
tham*s eye, was forthwith introduced to the 
poor relation. She displayed no emotion, 
and the little man innocently wondered 
whether she had caught his name. 

4 Ah, there comes my mother! ’ he ob¬ 
served, thinking to put the matter beyond 
uncertainty. 

* Lady St. Blazey ? Ah 1 she *s your 
mother, then,’ replied Miss Audley, much as 
though she had imagined the old woman was 
his wife. 

The Dowager ambled in, chatting with Sir 
Grooby Pool, who looked uglier than necessary 
in evening clothes. 

4 And who *s the plain gentleman ? * asked 
Miss Audley. 

4 With my mother ? Oh, that *s my 
brother,* replied St. Blazey, with ill-judged 
jocularity. 
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* Ah! * Miss Audley turned her grave 
eyes on him. * Of course, I might have 
guessed. How stupid of me.* 

Lord St. Blazey was never pale. He 
became very far indeed from pale on the 
present occasion. 

He rather wished he had left the poor 
relation alone in her obscurity. 
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CHAPTER V 

Lord Wrentham took in Lady St. Blazey. 
The Bishop escorted Lady Wrentham, while 
Lord St. Blazey had charge of Mrs. Lavenham, 
who was one of the nine daughters of Lord 
Hounslow, a late distinguished general of 
exiguous fortune. 

4 We used to be called the nine muses,* Mrs. 
Lavenham had told the Bishop that morning. 

4 And after your marriage the rest became 
the eight beatitudes! ’ put in Miss Mallory, 
who did not belong to the conversation. 

4 1 did not marry first,* observed Mrs. 
Lavenham with dignity, 4 Adela and Gwen¬ 
dolen married on the same day-’ 

( 4 Leaving the seven deadly sins,* whispered 
Miss Mallory.) 

Miss Audley fell to Mr. Oxenhope, which 
everybody seemed to think an excellent 
arrangement. 

4 We are quite outsiders,* observed the 
lady in her low voice, on their way across 
the hall; 4 we must keep each other in 

countenance.* 

4 1 think you can shift very well for yourself,’ 
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answered Mr. Oxenhope, with a glance at his 
companion that was very explanatory. 

She laughed. 

‘ How does the waistcoat do ? ’ she in¬ 
quired, with maternal interest. 

‘ Excellently, Do you always travel about 
with dress waistcoats ? * 

‘ No ; I borrowed it. I told you so.* 

‘ How well the new arrival looks/ observed 
Lord Wrentham, also en route. ‘ Very hand¬ 
some, don’t you think, Lady St. Blazey ? * 
The old woman cackled; she had never 
been a beauty, and made nothing of it. Money 
she liked, and ‘ blood * she respected, but 
4 looks ’ were neither here nor there. 

‘ Fine feathers make fine birds! * she 
said, in her shaky treble. ‘ And borrowed 
plumes, I hear ; borrowed plumes, my dear ! * 
‘. . . For my part, I must admit,* whispered 
Mrs. Lavenham into the Bishop’s right ear, 
when he had said grace with almost more than 
his customary bland emotion, ‘ I must admit 
I like an oyster.’ 

His lordship, without exaggeration, might 
have admitted that he liked a dozen; but 
he only smiled indulgently, and considered 
with which of the four upon his plate he should 
begin. 

He sat, of course, upon Lady Wrentham’s 
left; Mrs. Lavenham upon his own. Beyond 
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Lord St. Blazey was the Rector’s second 
wife, Mrs. Walsingham Pott—his first had 
been plain Mrs. Pott, but in those days he 
was only a curate. 

Mrs. Lavenham surveyed the table. Half¬ 
way down on the other side she encountered 
the unabashed eyes of Miss Audley. 

4 What do you think of the new arrivals ? * 
she whispered into the ear of the Bishop. 

His lordship had really not thought of 
them at all, but he declared that they seemed 
very charming. 

Mrs. Lavenham shook her head. 

4 It may sound very worldly and dreadful, 
but to tell the truth, my dear lord, I really 
do not care for poor gentlefolks.’ 

It did sound worldly, but the Bishop gave 
an ecclesiastical turn to the remark by saying 
that certainly one could do more good with a 
large income. 

4 Much more! Now, what could I do if I 
were not rich ? ’ inquired the lady. 

4 Ah, what indeed 1 * murmured the prelate, 
to whom the fame of Mrs. Lavenham’s good 
works had not hitherto penetrated. He noted, 
however, the admission of wealth on the part 
of the lady. He, too, liked persons of large 
means, though he was not in the habit of 
saying so. 

4 Mrs. Lavenham ! ’ interrupted Lord St. 
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Blazey, ‘ I am charged by the female parson 
on my off-side to compel you to ask the 
Bishop what he intends doing about that drain. 
She has been describing its condition to me 
until I feel rather unwell.* 

Mrs. Lavenham refused the commission 
flatly, and eyed Mrs. Walsingham Pott through 
her long-handled dark eye-glasses, behind 
Lord St. Blazey’s back. 

‘ It *s rather hard of you to refuse,’ he 
complained, ‘for I have been trying to pro¬ 
pitiate her ; it appears that my mother called 
her Mrs. Washington Post just now.* 

‘ I wish,’ remarked Roger Oxenhope with a 
fine candour, ‘ that one could have seen as 
well on the platform at Corby as one can here. 
I should not have avoided you so carefully.* 
Miss Audley laughed. 

‘ But it would not have made any difference 
to me! I should have kept clear of you just 
the same.’ 

They had evidently been getting on very 
well together. It was true that, as things 
at present were, each looked a great deal 
better. Roger was not at all handsome, but 
he had a sort of plainness that is excessively 
distinguished. Miss Audley’s beauty was of 
the sort that fully reveals itself only gradually. 

‘ Our alliance,’ she said, ‘ is purely arti¬ 
ficial. You perceived that I am also a person 
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of no account, and it behoved you to make 
friends with me.’ 

4 1 might make friends with Mrs.—what is 
her name ?—Mrs. Washington Pott.* 

4 She is not of no account. She is not a 
lady, but she has a definite position here, as 
the local parson’s wife, which everyone recog¬ 
nises. Only you and I are outsiders.* 

4 You think we are outsiders ? ’ 

4 Certainly, outsiders to all this.* 

By a quaint gesture. Miss Audley indicated 
the sum total of their surroundings—the lords 
and ladies, the smart young society men and 
women, the luxe de table et de service. 

4 It is a new world that neither you nor I 
have conquered yet,’ she added. 

* Do you mean to conquer it ? Do you 
think it would be worth while ? * 

4 1 mean to explore it anyway; after¬ 
wards I shall know whether it is worth 
conquering.’ 

He looked at her with a certain admiration. 
4 You will certainly conquer if you decide 
to try,* he said. * The undiscovered country 
has no terrors for you.’ 

She laughed again. 

( None, as you say. I am not at all im¬ 
pressed, so far. Take that girl opposite . . .* 
Her eyes indicated Miss Mallory. 

4 In what capacity ? For better, for worse ? ’ 
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It was Roger who laughed this time. 

‘ If you like. I meant, as an instance. 
Do you consider her a lady ? * 

Oxenhope gave no opinion. He had never 
in all his life said of any woman that she was 
not a lady. But Miss Mallory was not at all 
like the ladies he had hitherto admired. 

‘ You won’t answer. The man she’s talk¬ 
ing to (Drake, I think they call him) would 
answer at once. He would certainly tell you 
I was not a lady if you asked him.’ 

‘ 1 do not think he would.’ The young 
man answered in a tone that made the lady 
think that perhaps he was right. 

4 Listen,* she continued. 4 That girl and 
that young man are types; we are discussing 
them as such, 44 without prejudice,” as Mr. 
Zangwill would say. I expect it is a very 
common, almost general, contemporary type. 
Don’t you ? ’ 

Mr. Oxenhope admitted that it was very 
likely. 

4 Well, outside, that type has something 
which neither you nor I have yet, but which 
it behoves us to acquire. Personally, I intend 
to do it at once.* 

4 What do you mean ? * 

4 There is probably no name for it. Any¬ 
way, I do not know the name. It is not 
assurance exactly, nor self-confidence, nor 
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self-satisfaction, but it is the air of doing | 
everything as if one had the right to do it, j 
and that were the only way there was of doing 
it. You and I did not come into the hall 
to-night, when we arrived, as Mr. Drake and 
Miss Mallory would have done.’ 

4 Not as if it belonged to us; and we 
wondered what on earth the other people 
were doing there ! ’ 

Miss Audley laughed. 

4 We entered like a couple of inexpert 
burglars, or half-deprecatory and half-defiant 
bailiffs come to take possession,’ she said with 
dispassionate frankness. 

4 And how they all stared at us! Lady 
Wrentham was the only one who did not 
look as though our arrival was the coolest 
piece of impertinence on record.’ 

4 Yes, their air was rather fine. I shall 
practise it in my own room when I go to bed. 

I shall put the soiled clothes-basket just 
inside the door, with a string round its waist, 
and look at it through the handles of my nail- 
scissors as it plunges towards me! * 

4 Will the clothes-basket represent me or 
you ? ’ 

4 Oh, you, of course! I was much more 
imposing. Your entrance lacked continuity. 

I didn’t tumble over the door-mat.’ 

4 1 hope,* said Oxenhope maliciously, 4 that 
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you will not forget, in rigging up your own 
effigy, to make it seem engaged in dislodging 
a smut from its nose.’ 

‘ The “ poor things ” seem to be getting on 
amazingly,' observed Miss Mallory thought¬ 
fully, squeezing a little lemon-juice over her 
slice of wild duck. 

Mr. Drake glanced at them indifferently. 

* Rather a good thing. They consume their 
own smoke that way. 

‘ Yes; perhaps it was better to ask two 
at once. Still, I think these experiments in a 
country-house party are rather injudicious.' 

* That,’ declared Mr. Drake, 4 is the worst 
of being a declared social leader, like Lady 
Wrentham. It is apt to make them play 
tricks. What appalling people one has met, 
for instance, at the Duchess of Eastbourne’s.’ 

4 Hasn’t one,’ replied the lady sympatheti¬ 
cally. She had never stayed at any of her 
Grace’s many houses; but it could serve no 
wise purpose to say so. 4 And the kindness 
of asking people of that sort to meet a party 
like this is very questionable.’ 

4 Very. Of course, they know they are 
out of it. That girl is intelligent enough, if 
that were all.' 

* Too damned intelligent, by half ! ’ agreed 
Miss Mallory, carefully counting the plum- 
stones on her plate to see whether he would 
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be a tinker, tailor, &c., and when his advent 
might be expected. 

* “ Never,” * cried Mr. Drake unkindly, 
watching her. 4 A moment’s reflexion will 
convince you that he must be 44 never ” if he 
is a thief.’ 

4 He wasn’t a thief 1 ’ the lady declared 
indignantly, 4 and it’s not 44 never.” It’s 
this year, 9 

4 He *11 have to look sharp then. He *s 
only got about six weeks. And if he is 44 this 
year ” he must be a tailor, I’d rather have 
the other chap. That probably meant the 
Stock Exchange or South Africa! ’ 

4 You ’re rather beastly I ’ said Miss 
Mallory, 4 and you seem to forget that I have 
thirty thousand a year. I shall certainly not 
go a-begging.’ 

4 With such an income,’ said Mr. Drake, 
4 it would certainly seem unnecessarily ener¬ 
getic.’ 
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CHAPTER VI 

Roger Oxenhope felt rather lonely when the 
ladies left the dining-room, and Miss Audley 
took her departure with them. 

Lord Wrentham and his decanters came 
down to the Bishop; Lord St. Blazey was 
there already. The Rector tried to get as 
near to the latter, and at the same time as 
far from the former as could be managed. 
Sir Grooby and Mr. Drake were soon within 
easy range of their three lordships, and only 
Mr. Manners and Roger were left on the 
outskirts of civilisation. 

Lord Wrentham was kindly but shy, and 
he would have made more effectual efforts to 
get the new arrival near him had he felt more 
certain of having anything to say to him 
when he should have got him. 

The conversation was not, even at its 
centre, brilliant. The Bishop was much 
occupied in raiding the crystallised fruits, and 
he was never a conversationalist. Lord St. 
Blazey was rather oppressed by the prelate’s 
juxtaposition, and a consequent arribre pensSe 
of the necessity of great propriety of diction, 

44 
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and a just conviction that he should break 
down. The Rector and Lord Wrentham dis¬ 
cussed artificial manures rather languidly, and 
the others talked about the day’s shooting. 

4 You do not shoot, of course, my lord,’ 
observed St. Blazey cautiously. 

No; his lordship had no longer time. 
Formerly, he used to shoot a good deal of an 
afternoon—twice a week, on Wednesdays and 
Saturdays, he thought; no, it must have 
been on Tuesdays and Fridays—before he was 
Bishop, of course. 

4 Pity you gave it up,* observed the little 
peer. 4 Our parson always goes out with us 
after the partridges. We haven’t many 
pheasants at Fallowfield.* 

4 Indeed ! * The Bishop bowed resignedly. 
Fallowfield Court is not in the Huntchester 
diocese, so the sporting proclivities of its 
incumbent did not concern him personally. 
4 1 shot with a bow and arrows—not, my dear 
Lord St. Blazey, with powder and caps. 
Archery was our recreation.’ 

The little nobleman grew depressed again; 
he was too much discouraged to explain that 
neither did he spread destruction among,.the 
partridges and pheasants by means of caps. 

Sir Grooby and Drake were talking in 
smothered tones like conspirators, in reality, 
only about sport. Mr. Manners asked Roger 
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if he had ever been in Huntshire before. On 
learning that he had not, Roger appeared to 
lose caste in his eyes; he did not immediately 
make any farther conversational effort. 

Coffee arrived. It was brought last to 
Oxenhope. Then the cigarettes, and they 
seemed unlikely ever to reach him at all. After 
lighting his own, Mr. Drake twisted farther 
than ever away from Roger, in Sir Grooby’s 
direction. He forgot to pass them to Oxen¬ 
hope : Mr. Manners was not a smoker and did 
not ask for them. 

Presently Lord Wrentham himself noticed 
that only five of the eight men had cigarettes. 

‘ You have two supporters, you see, my 
lord,’ he said, pointing his own cigarette at 
Manners and Oxenhope. 

The Bishop smiled as Abraham would 
have smiled had he discovered so many godly 
men in the Cities of the Plain. 

‘But I am afraid,’ said Roger, ‘that I do 
smoke.’ 

With a sort of stare, and sort of apology, 
Drake pushed cigarettes and light in his direc¬ 
tion. 

‘ Why the blazes didn’t the chap ask for 
them ? ’ he muttered to the baronet. 

On the way across the hall to the drawing¬ 
room, Lord Wrentham asked Roger if he 
would shoot to-morrow. 
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*. . . There is a good meet within easy 
reach to-morrow—at Granby Gate,’ he added, 
4 if you ’d rather hunt. And we can mount 
you. It’s only about six miles, and a good 
run generally.’ 

Roger brightened. He was a good man on 
a horse, and he knew it. He began to think 
more cheerily of his visit. He wondered for 
a moment if Miss Audley hunted. 

In the drawing-room he made straight 
for that lady. 

4 How did you get on in the dining-room ? ’ 
she asked, making room for him. 4 You looked 
rather dismal when I left you.’ 

4 1 felt it. You are my sheet-anchor 
here. I cling to you, and when you went 
away and left me, I felt as if I was flung 
overboard.’ 

4 If you were, I should think it was just 
as well you hadn’t your sheet-anchor about 
you. Sheet-anchors are not specially buoyant, 
I fancy.’ 

They both laughed and felt pleasantly in¬ 
timate. Miss Mallory heard them, and looked 
over to their rather retired sofa. 

4 44 The poor things ” have humble pleasures 
of their own after all,’ she said. 

* For my part I rather envy him? said 
Lord St. Blazey, with all his habitual tact, 
4 1 wouldn’t mind-’ 
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* 44 Changing places with him,” you were 
going to say/ 

4 Ah! If I could have you on the other 
side ! * declared the little peer, with a lament¬ 
able attempt to retrieve an error dexterously. 

He perceived his own failure, and, Mr. 
Drake coming up, wandered off to safer 
quarters near Lady Wrentham and his vener¬ 
able mother. 

Mr. Drake seated himself, adjusting the 
cushions with tender solicitude. He invited 
the lady also to be seated, in the next best 
place in the neighbourhood. 

4 1 am so much interested,’ he said, 4 to 
hear what you tell me about your income. 
I had no idea it was so much.’ 

4 Would it have made any difference if you 
had known sooner ? ’ Miss Mallory inquired. 

4 It might. Thirty thousand a year is a 
lot of money.’ 

She laughed. 

4 It’s a good thing you didn't know then. 
For I am resolved to marry nothing but a duke. 
Or, I might think of a marquess; provided 
he was very handsome, and had the Garter.’ 

4 The only marquess with a Garter, at 
present, is Lord Salford, and he, as you know, 
is already provided with a marchioness,’ ob¬ 
served Mr. Drake. 

4 That difficulty,* said the lady, 4 might be 
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only temporary. But he’s hideous. That 
objection is permanent. No, I really think 
I shall stick out for a duke. After all a 
marchioness is only 44 my lady,” like the 
greengrocer’s wife who has been knighted.* 
Mr. Drake reminded her that in England 
dukes are not a numerous body. 

‘ I don’t want to marry a numerous body. 
One’s enough. And with thirty thousand a 
year absolutely of my own. ... You know 
it doesn’t come from land.’ 

‘ So I’ve heard. Soap, isn’t it ? ’ 

‘ Soap ! ’ 

‘ I’m sure I was told it was soap.’ 

4 What things people do say! ’ cried the 
lady. 4 Why it’s pills: Ganaway’s Green 
Pills : my mother’s father was the original 
Ganaway. But we’ve nothing to do with the 
business now; I sold it when I came of age 
for fifteen hundred thousand pounds, and the 
American business for half a million more.* 
Mr. Drake appeared much interested. 

4 1 wish my grandfather had invented 
pills,* he observed, with scarcely any suggestion 
of patronage in his tone. 

4 It would have been better than coming 
to grief on the Stock Exchange,’ retorted the 
lady, on whom that suggestion, minute as 
it was, had not been lost. 

Mr. Drake, with admirable temper, said 
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4 Much better,’ and begged for farther informa¬ 
tion concerning Miss Mallory’s duke. 

‘ As you say,’ she continued, 4 thirty thou¬ 
sand a year is a lot of money. And after all 
I’m not bad-looking—for a duchess, you 
know.* 

The gentleman bowed slightly. He did not 
attempt to contradict her. 

‘ My left ear is very pretty,’ she informed 
him, 4 an artist told me so. He offered to 
paint it.’ 

‘ Alas 1 * said Mr. Drake, not unmindful of 
his grandfather. 4 Why am I always sitting on 
your right 1 At dinner, and again here now.’ 

He spoke with intense regret, and Miss 
Mallory laughed, half angrily. 

4 1 hope you let him paint it—your ear I 
mean,’ he continued: 4 Did he treat it ana¬ 
tomically? or was it attached, in the usual 
way, to your head: so as to show the back 
of your neck ? * 

4 We couldn’t agree about the nose. I 
wanted to be looking into the mirror, but the 
man-* 

4 Thought the mirror risky,’ put in 
Mr. Drake, dealing a final vendetta-stroke 
to the manes of his grandsire. 

Miss Mallory and Mr. Drake are by no 
means our favourites, so we need not sit by 
£heir side all the evening. 
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Lord St. Blazey soon found himself gently- 
attached to an easy conversation with Gladys 
Lavenham, who made less pretence at verbal 
smartness than Miss Mallory, and whose 
vaulting ambition did not despise a baron. 
Her sister was playing off Mr. de Wett against 
Sir Grooby Pool, which latter had not ap¬ 
proached her after dinner with any special 
hurry or show of eagerness. 

Lady St. Blazey was audibly asleep, and 
Miss Slaithwaite was condoling with the Rector 
on the selfishness of a member of his choir 
with an alto voice who would not oblige him 
by singing bass last Sunday when the ex 
officio basso had been indisposed. 

Mrs. Walsingham Pott had run the unhappy 
Bishop to earth, and for ten minutes had held 
the episcopal nose tight over that drain— 
till Mrs. Lavenham, the most welcome god 
that ever dropped from a car, swooped down 
to the rescue. 

The poor Bishop’s gratitude amounted 
almost to tenderness. It was legibly type¬ 
written on his countenance—for what, after 
all, is metaphor, if it is not up to date ? 

Lord Wrentham had melted away some¬ 
where, a culpable habit to which he was much 
addicted. Most likely he was reading the 
Field in his own study. As for the 
Countess, she was talking desultorily to Mr. 
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Manners, because no one else was. Presently 
she remembered that he sang, and, rather 
insistently, required him to do so now. She 
then began to move about the room, and 
put a hospitable little oar in, here and there, 
in the various conversations. 

4 . . . And what are you talking about ? * 
she asked, arriving at Mr. Drake * and Miss 
Mallory. 

‘ Miss Mallory has just been telling me 
that she is going to marry a duke,’ replied the 
gentleman. 

4 And is the engagement to be announced 
at once ? ’ inquired their hostess. 

Miss Mallory laughed. 

4 It scarcely amounts to an engagement 
yet,’ she replied. 4 In fact, I have not quite 
decided on the duke. There’s the Duke of 
Sarum. . . .* 

4 His engagement will be in the papers to¬ 
morrow. His sister writes telling me all about 
it—an American with the usual millions,’ 
observed Lady Wrentham. 

4 Dollars ! ’ cried Miss Mallory contemp¬ 
tuously. 4 Mine are pounds. Well, he’s very 
ugly, and they say that he has only one skin. 
I ’ll get over it. The Duke of Middlesex is 
handsome; but he’s off his head. One 
night, however, catch him in a lucid interval.’ 

4 1 shouldn’t worry about the lucid 
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interval,’ said Mr. Drake. Whereat Lady 
Wrentham laughed and said he was insuffer¬ 
ably impertinent. 

‘ Let me see,* pursued Miss Mallory, heedless 
of the interruption. 4 There *s the Duke of 
Ipswich.’ 

4 No, that’s just what there isn’t 1 ’ declared 
Mr. Drake, who was letter-perfect in his 
peerage. * He’s dead.* 

Miss Mallory laughed. 

‘ I know the old one’s dead. I wasn’t 
thinking of him. It’s the young one I should 
marry.’ 

Lady Wrentham and Mr. Drake laughed 
now, exchanging a quick glance. 

4 The young may be so very young ! * said 
Mr. Drake, sotto voce . 

Miss Mallory was all at sea, but did not 
choose to show it; and neither her friend 
nor her hostess seemed inclined to enlighten 
her. 
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CHAPTER VII 

When the ladies left the drawing-room, as 
if for bed, and Roger Oxenhope said good¬ 
night to Miss Audley, he felt as though he 
were shaking hands with an old friend, with 
whom he had ever so many memories in 
common. It was quite difficult to believe 
that he had seen her first about seven hours 
ago, and that he had taken great pains on that 
occasion not to see her again, if possible: 
and impossible to believe that all the past 
they had in common was a dinner, a drive 
from the station, an entree, and three conver¬ 
sations. 

‘ I feel quite like a relation,’ Miss Audley 
had declared pleasantly. 

Had Mr. Oxenhope been Mr. Drake he 
would no doubt have retorted : * I only wish 
you would be one ! ’ 

But then Mr. Oxenhope was not Mr. 
Drake; and if he had been the lady would 
not have made the remark she did. 

Oxenhope went straight from the drawing¬ 
room to the smoking-room, and was rather 
surprised at first to find that he was the only 
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man who did so. Miss Lavenham and her 
sister arrived there almost as soon as he did, 
but the other men only reappeared after an 
interval, during which their black coats were 
exchanged for parti-coloured garments, sug¬ 
gestive of a fond papa with a taste for giving 
presents, like Jacob. 

Mr. Drake wore tartan, because he had 
once been in a Highland Militia, and Sir Grooby 
Pool did the same in right of his late mother, 
who had been a ‘ daughter of Clanranald.’ 
Lord St. Blazey's smoking-coat seemed the 
result of a misalliance between, a military 
patrol and a pyjama jacket. Roger soon felt 
that it was almost as bad to have no such 
jacket, as to have arrived without an evening 
waistcoat: and he rather wondered whether 
Miss Audley had such a thing in her trunk as 
a blue cavalry stable-jacket with red cotton 
cord facings. 

Lord Wrentham did not show up in 
the smoking-room, nor, of course, did the 
Bishop. 

The Rector and Mr. Manners had both 
gone home, so Roger did not find things very 
lively. He tried to inveigle an idea or so 
out of Mr. de Wett, but it was an ill-advised 
venture. Mr. de Wett was, compared to Sir 
Grooby Pool or Lord St. Blazey, good-looking, 
and he could scarcely bring his mind to bear 
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on any subject but the superiority of his own 
appearance. He spent most of the day chang¬ 
ing his clothes, and the rest in practising in 
private the wearing of a still higher collar 
than any achieved previously by the public. 
This gave him rather the appearance of having 
thrust his head, miraculously, through a Bath- 
Oliver biscuit-tin, from which the white paper 
had not been removed. 

For the rest he was the only son of Mr. and 
Lady Adeliza de Wett, and grandson mater¬ 
nally of the Earl of Hammersmith, paternally 
of the world-famous de Wett, who conferred 
on civilisation so great a boon by the invention 
of desiccated cocoa, free from fat stuffs. 
Mr. de Wett was accustomed to think only of 
the wealth of his father, and the illustrious 
descent of his mother, and it never struck 
him that the world thought of anything else, 
or confused the focus. 

He had been at Eton, and was wont to let 
you know it; and after some desultory fashion 
was supposed to be now at Cambridge. 

Gladys Lavenham admired him very much, 
and that was why she came to the smoking- 
room, though the smell of tobacco was dis- 
agreeable to her; her sister liked smoking 
and she liked Sir Grooby Pool also, who 
‘ stood her ’ cigarettes, and mixed a (really 
very weak) brandy-and-soda for her. 
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Miss Mallory scarcely ever smoked, and 
never did so at night; she was afraid of it 
making her hair smell. 

The conversation turned so entirely on 
people Roger did not know, and places to 
which he had never been, that he did not stay 
downstairs very long. More out of shyness 
than any special friendliness he found himself 
shaking hands all round when he had made 
up his mind to say good-night. The process 
proved so embarrassing to himself, and was 
evidently so surprising to the recipients, that 
he broke off short when everyone had been 
honoured except Mr. de Wett. 

A huge screen round the door was supposed 
to screen the neighbourhood of the fire from 
draughts; when Roger was behind this he 
heard Drake say: 

‘ Poor de Wett! What have you done to 
be left out in the cold ? * 

Roger’s room looked more cheerful when 
he returned to it. There was a big fire, red 
and clear; the curtains were drawn close, 
and even his modest brushes and combs 
gave an air of habitation to the dressing-table. 

There was a screen, and he drew it round 
the armchair by the fire, and sat reading very 
cosily in his pyjamas and dressing-gown. 
But he thought more of Miss Audley than 
of the book. He had a chivalrous feeling 
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in her regard of resentment against those 
who held her cheap, as it was plain to see 
they did. Roger was a big, large-limbed, 
large-hearted man, rather inarticulate as to 
his emotions. What he felt concerning Miss 
Audley he could not tell at all definitely, but, 
he felt a lot. 

She was, he knew instinctively, absolutely 
a lady by descent as well as education. She 
came, he was certain, of a good stock; but, 
like himself, she had hitherto lived outside 
what the people here would call society. 
Nevertheless she had been used, as he had, to 
associate only with gentlefolks ; and the smart 
rudeness of these people was as new an 
experience to her as it was to him—as new as 
it was unpleasant. 

For himself he did not care; in coming 
here he had, as it were, shipped for the whole 
thing, pleasant or unpleasant. But it roused 
all his angry manliness to witness the wretched 
insolence, for insolence it was, of these people 
towards one who was, as he thought, in most 
things worth considering, their superior. 

It may be admitted that when a very 
straightforward and simple-natured man of 
eight-and-twenty goes to bed full of thoughts 
like these of a young woman, perhaps three 
years younger, who is unquestionably good- 
looking, and whom he at all times finds 
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interesting, it may be admitted, we say, that 
the large young man is like to be in a parlous 
state, unless some one puts him on his guard. 
And there was certainly no one at Lord 
Wrentham’s house of Mote to concern himself 
about any such warning to Roger Oxenhope. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

Miss Audley was the first of the ladies to 
come down to breakfast, and for five minutes 
she had the breakfast-room to herself. The 
men had breakfasted at half-past eight, and 
had now disappeared. Gladys Lavenham 
came next, with rather a red nose—for the 
morning was cold—and not, as one could 
perceive, in the temper of an angel. She 
had received a milliner’s bill in a registered 
envelope forwarded from home, and the 
amount was double what she had expected, 
as it always is. Her deceased father had been 
a rich man, but the money was all in his 
widow’s hands, and that lady kept a tight 
hand on it. 

After a rather frosty greeting she helped 
herself to kidney and bacon and propped the 
Morning Post against the brown bread for 
her greater convenience in its perusal. 

Miss Audley was not so meek as Mr. 
Oxenhope, and soon demanded the loaf, a 
good deal to Miss Lavenham’s annoyance, who 
thought she might just as well eat white bread 
or toast. 
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Miss Mallory and Kathleen Lavenham 
arrived together, and Miss Slaithwaite soon 
followed. Neither old Lady St. Blazey nor 
Mrs. Lavenham ever showed till luncheon, 
and Lady Wrentham was also apt to be missing 
at breakfast. 

It was not a cheery meal. No one seemed 
in their best temper. Miss Mallory had a 
slight toothache, and was much preoccupied 
by the fear that her face would swell; Miss 
Slaithwaite did not approve of the Laven- 
hams, being old-fashioned and much prejudiced 
against the new woman. Mrs. Lavenham’s 
piles of impossible yellow hair, her huge black 
eyes and her red lips were all anathema to 
Miss Slaithwaite; and the girls were, as she 
perceived, only callow goslings of what would 
become the same bird as their mother. 

Miss Slaithwaite had read her George Eliot, 
and was reminded by Mrs. Lavenham of that 
author's malign prophet standing behind her 
daughter and threatening, ‘ Thus hereafter 
shalt thou also be.' 

After breakfast Miss Slaithwaite read the 
Times , and the younger ladies declared 
they had to write letters. So they disappeared, 
and a smell of cigarettes soon pervaded the 
corridor near Kathleen Lavenham's bedroom. 
Her sister sought their mother’s room 
and attempted, but at first ineffectually, to 
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negotiate an advance of her next quarter’s allow¬ 
ance for the minatory costumier. Miss Mallory 
withdrew to her own apartment, where she 
began a series of rather unsuccessful endeavours 
to get an uninterrupted view of the inside 
of the back of her own mouth, where the 
afflicted tooth was supposed to be. 

About twelve o’clock a footman brought 
Miss Audley a brief note from Lady Wrentham 
begging her to come up to that lady’s boudoir. 

4 1 *ve been busy till now,’ explained her 
hostess, when their salutations had been 
duly exchanged, 4 but I quite long to have a 
chat with you. Sit down and make yourself 
comfortable. 

Miss Audley did so. 

4 How do you like it all ? ’ inquired Lady 
Wrentham. 

4 It?’ 

‘Well, yes, the whole thing I mean.’ 

4 The whole thing is rather amusing. I 
don’t like them* 

4 None of them ? * 

4 Well, I expect I shall like Mr. Oxenhope.’ 

Lady Wrentham laughed. 

4 1 expect you will,* she observed. 4 He 
will like you, at any rate.* 

Miss Audley thought this quite possible; 
and took no pains to deny it. 

4 The others are pigs,’ she remarked with 
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unimpassioned condemnation. ‘ Did you 
collect them on purpose, or are they repre¬ 
sentative ? * 

‘ Oh no, quite representative, I think. It 
would be considered rather a smart party . . .’ 

‘With two exceptions 1 ’ suggested Miss 
Audley, rather tartly. 

Lady Wrentham nodded, smilingly. 

‘ With only two exceptions,* she assented 
sweetly. 

* I needn’t tell you that Lady St. Blazey 
was a Grandville . . .’ 

‘ You needn’t,’ interrupted Miss Audley, 

* she told me herself. It’s about all she said 
to me. Who are the Grandvilles—are they 
respectable ? ’ 

‘ Respectable ! They are the cream of the 
cream t The Duke of Ramsgate is the head 
of them.’ 

Miss Audley laughed again. 

* And was Mr. Lavenham also a Grand¬ 
ville ? not if they are respectable.* 

Lady Wrentham was amused. 

‘ My dear,’ she said, ‘ Di Lavenham is 
a clever woman, and there’s a shrewd head 
under that yellow wig. Next time you meet 
her she ’ll have dark hair, parted down the 
middle, and she ’ll date her letters from a 
palace. Her respectability is all before her, 
like a puppy dog’s troubles.’ 
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4 And do you think that ugly little lord 
will marry the daughter—the dark one with 
the temper, I mean ? ’ 

4 Very likely. Mrs. Lavenham will do her 
best, for, with all her faults, she is a good 
mother; and if only Gladys herself can 
be induced to do a little less than her best-* 

4 And if only,* interrupted Miss Audley, 
4 the old woman who was a Grandville could 
be made to have a fit, and have to go home 
first, and leave her Tony Lumpkin unpro¬ 
tected 1 * 

* She does keep her eye on him, certainly,’ 
admitted Lady Wrentham. 

4 Whenever it *s not shut. Go on, Joe. 
Tell me the others. Was Mr. Drake a Grand¬ 
ville ? * 

4 No. But he’s a Drake and his mother 
was a . . .’ 

4 Duck,’ suggested Mildred with vulgarity 
and flippancy, and to avoid suspense, for a 
sneeze had entrecoupt Lady Wrentham. 

4 His mother was a Jermyn of St. Jermyn’s, 
and there’s nothing to heat that . He’s con¬ 
sidered the smartest young man in London. 
He only goes to the very best houses. In 
fact, this is the first time he has been here, 
though I’ve asked him repeatedly.’ 

4 He ’ll never come again ! * declared Miss 
Audley, and Lady Wrentham shook her head 


Google 


Or iginal from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


OUTSIDERS—AND IN 


65 


in half dubious apprehension. Mildred scarcely 
understood what her friend had risked for her. 

* And Sir Grooby and Mr. de Wett—what 
of them ? * 

‘ Oh, Sir Grooby! He is, of course, a 
donkey; but Pool Royal is the finest place 
in Huntshire, and the diamonds in that family 
are a dream ! * 

Miss Audley laughed. 

4 For my part, I think it would be a better 
arrangement if the baronet were a dream 
and the diamonds a reality,’ she observed. 
4 Are there de Wett diamonds also ? ’ 

4 My dear, you’re not to turn up your nose 
at Planty de Wett. Lady Adeliza is the most 
absolute grande dame in London; and what 
with her family connexions, and the fabulous 
fortune the cocoa brings them, the de Wetts 
are in the van, absolutely in the van, my dear.* 
Miss Audley smiled sardonically: vans 
and groceries are such cognate ideas. 

4 Well,* she said, 4 1 dare say they are all 
very splendid: but I am not impressed. 
I am not sufficiently cultivated, yet, to 
appreciate their greatness.’ 

She explained to Lady Wrentham that, to 
her agrarian notions, the manners of these 
smart people appeared execrable. 

4 You surely don’t mean that they are 
rude to you ? ’ 
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‘ Not, perhaps, rude, but certainly insolent.’ 

‘ Insolent! ’ 

‘Certainly. It seems—of course, I mean 
to me with my humble training—it seems 
insolence to treat two fellow-guests either as 
non-existent or as existing unjustifiably and 
in an illicit manner too painful to dwell 
upon. . . .* 

At this juncture the gong resounded through 
the house announcing the hour of luncheon and 
the ladies had to separate. 
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CHAPTER IX 


At luncheon Miss Audley talked very little, 
and improved her mind by the conversation 
of her betters. 

It caused her to wonder what the after- 
dinner talk of men, of which she had often 
heard, could in reality be like. If the calling 
of a spade a spade, and the persistent cleaving 
to spades as a topic, had anything to do with 
it, she imagined it must be singularly like the 
present discourse. Without following its rami¬ 
fications with any laborious attention, she 
found herself impressed with a vague wonder 
that Lady Archie Mayne, and the Countess 
of Burnham, and Mrs. Harry de Guiche, and 
Lady Scraesdon of Blackmere, should be per¬ 
mitted to remain at large, and impressed also 
with a very lively compassion for Lord Archi¬ 
bald Mayne, and Mr. Henry de Guiche, for 
the Earl of Burnham and the deluded Lord 
Scraesdon of Blackmere. 

She liked Lady Wrentham, and was at 
first astonished to find that such a discussion 


should be attempted Jfftohg^'jhearing. But 
within five minutes she h»d r tobe aware that 


WEVV Vopir 

soc* TYl ,;./K nv 

' * ■ l 


Digitized 


^ Google 


Original frn-m 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


68 


OUTSIDERS—AND IN 


her hostess was neither surprised nor dis¬ 
gusted by the conversation of her friends. 

About midday it had begun to rain suffi¬ 
ciently sharply to preclude the notion of the 
ladies joining the shooters at luncheon: and 
this had been a bitter disappointment to 
Kathleen Lavenham and her sister. Miss 
Mallory, still uncertain of the future of her 
face, was disposed to regard it as providential. 
Evidently there was no swelling yet; for she 
knew the Lavenham girls quite well enough 
to be sure that they would not have failed 
to apprise her of any such disfigurement, had 
it existed. 

But the rain ceased almost immediately 
after luncheon; and the young ladies sallied 
forth to intercept the sportsmen at Marsby 
Spinney. 

The Bishop, Lady Wrentham, and Mrs. 
Lavenham drove to call on the Rector, with 
a view to his lordship’s more intimate acquaint¬ 
ance with the drain; but Miss Slaithwaite 
and Lady St. Blazey refused to leave the house, 
fearing rheumatism after the recent rain. 

‘ Will you come with us,* asked Lady 
Wrentham, moving over to where Miss Audley 
stood rather apart. 

‘ It doesn’t sound very exciting; but it’s 
rather a pretty drive, and there are some 
interesting monuments in the church.’ 
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(There always are some interesting monu¬ 
ments in the churches near country houses 
full of visitors.) 

‘ How far is it ? ’ 

4 About four miles. A mile to the Corby 
lodge, and between two and three miles 
farther on.’ 

4 May I walk—and meet you all there ? ’ 

4 Walk! ’ 

4 Yes, I would much rather. I am walking 
all day at home; and three or four miles is 
nothing.’ 

Lady Wrentham observed with much 
acumen that it was the same distance back 
again. But, knowing the road and its direc¬ 
tion, something led her to favour the idea, 
and she was easily persuaded that Miss Audley 
would really prefer the walk to driving back¬ 
wards alongside the Bishop. It also appeared 
that there was a short cut across the park to 
the Corby lodge, and finally Lady Wrentham 
remembered that the young woman could 
4 always ’ drive back if she found herself, 
after all, disposed to do so. 

The carriage party started at a quarter 
to three, for they had to go first to Brailham 
for the second post letters; which would 
take them far out of their way on the outward 
journey. 

Miss Audley did not want to reach Mote 
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Parva Rectory before they did, and therefore 
only left the house at three o’clock, which 
she calculated would bring her there a little 
before four. 

She set out feeling in a better temper 
than had been the case at luncheon; she got 
on very well with herself, and was never 
bored by her own company. It was now 
a beautiful, rather sad November afternoon. 
Everything was very, very still, and the air 
had a moist chill in it. But Mildred was 
magnificently healthy, and was glad to be in 
the fresh open air. 

Presently she stood still a moment to look 
back, and see what the house was like outside. 
It was built of warm red stone, and was 
immensely big, of the ornate Jacobean style, 
and surrounded on three sides by a broad 
moat, parapeted with stone, and balustraded; 
a row of urns rather stiffly broke the long gray 
line of the stone balustrades, and at the 
corners stood naked stone gods of Greece or 
Rome catching their deaths of cold, de¬ 
servedly, for their sins. Between the moat 
and the stone terrace on which the house 
stood was a parterre laid out in stiff pattern 
of various coloured tiles. In summer these 
were covered with myriads of flowers in pots 
and boxes. 

Outside the moat was a large and less 
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stiff garden, well planted, and melting almost 
imperceptibly by a sunk fence into the park. 

There was hardly anything to break the 
great stillness of the dying year. From some 
vague distance came the bark of a farm-house 
dog; and once Mildred thought she could 
hear the guns of the shooters. 

She walked on, and for three hundred 
yards the path skirted a sedgey mere with 
low flat banks. Here she heard a coot call; 
but it was so still she could scarce catch the 
whisper of the reeds. At the farther end of 
it a small spinney lay on one side of the 
road : and a cock pheasant flew out disturbed 
by her coming. Five minutes later she heard 
another pheasant crow to his mate, but the 
sound seemed a long way off. 

There were no other sounds. 

The girl enjoyed the walk, free from 
companions uncongenial to her, with only 
the empty woods and fields about her. All 
her life she had lived in the country, and the 
year’s unvarying procession filled her with a 
happy pleasure. 

To her there was no melancholy in this 
patient death of nature, moving onward to 
so sure and near a resurrection; in the sweet 
silence, so holy, so pathetic; in the darkening 
colour, the fading lightness of the wintry 
autumn afternoon. 
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Out of doors she felt free; as if a stuffy 
oppression had been removed. Indoors 
yonder, among those shallow artificial people 
of a world which neither dazzled nor impressed 
her, she had felt ‘ cribbed and cabined/ Here, 
with the grey fields all about her and the 
far-away sounds of barking dog and calling 
pheasant, she felt her mind leap up, her 
heart expand. Her brow grew smooth and 
open ; a sort of smile lighted in her wonderful 
eyes. 

All the walk to Mote Parva was delightful 
to her. It was quite without incident— 
what incident was to be expected?—but the 
girl enjoyed it vigorously; alone with her 
own active and hearty body and her own 
active and healthy mind. Kathleen or Gladys 
Lavenham would have been bored to death. 

Out on the high road she felt almost more 
content: it was scarcely less beautiful than 
the park—indeed the park still lay along one 
side of it for some distance. And it belonged 
to her, she told herself, as much as to any¬ 
one else. She was not there on anybody’s 
sufferance. 

She met now and then a yokel; and once a 
young farmer, riding home from the Wednesday 
market at Corby, passed her, drawing rein 
and dropping from his leisurely trot into a 
walk as he went by. He had an honest. 
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good-looking face, and he touched his hat 
respectfully and gave her good-day: the 
rustics also saluted her. They had better 
judgment, it seemed, than Lady Wrentham’s 
smart guests; or they were so benighted 
in their ignorance that to them the girl herself 
seemed fine. 

The first thing in Mote Parva, as you 
come from Corby, is the church, and after 
that the rectory. The village street does 
not begin for three hundred yards farther 
on. 

At the church gate Mildred found a gentle¬ 
man on horseback; it was Mr. Oxenhope. 

‘ They are in there,* he said, pointing his 
whip to the rectory. ‘ They overtook me 
ten minutes ago, at the other end of the village. 
I came on here with them, and Lady Wrentham 
told me to give you this.’ 

He had got down and was handing her a 
note, written in pencil on a leaf torn out of a 
pocket-book. It was folded up very small 
and had no address. Miss Audley unfolded 
it and found only three words. ‘ Never 
mind us ’—it said with admirable laconism. 

‘ So you’ve been hunting,’ said Miss Aud¬ 
ley, not making any reference to Lady 
Wrentham’s delphic message. ‘ I wish I 
had.’ * 

* Do you hunt ? Why didn’t you say so ? 
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They’ve got any amount of horses, and no one 
seems very keen about riding them. They 
could easily have mounted you.’ 

‘ I’ve not hunted much. But I can ride. 
And it would be much nicer than being shut 
up all morning with those women.’ 

‘ We had a grand day. We’ve nothing 
like this country where I come from. It’s 
all rough hunting there.’ 

‘ Where do you come from ? ’ 

‘ From Moorshire : it’s very hilly there 
—and there’s lots of granite: the world’s 
bones sticking out all over the place. But 
it’s a grand country to look at: and every 
country is good to ride when you want to 
ride above everything.’ 

Mildred had scarcely thought him so good- 
looking before. Or rather she had not thought 
his plainness could seem so like good looks. 
He had, certainly, an excellent figure; and, 
stalwart as he was, there was not the least 
threat of fleshiness. His hunting kit was 
businesslike and simple, and had seen its 
best days; but it was well made enough, 
and was used to the body and limbs it fitted. 

4 Do you want to go there ? ’ he asked, all 
of a sudden, jerking his head sideways at the 
rectory. 

4 Not in the least. You saw the party. 
The Bishop will have to smell that drain, 
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and I’m sure Mrs. Lavenham will help him 
better than I should/ 

‘ Nor in there ? ’ This time he jerked his 
head towards the sexton, who was unlocking 
the church door with much pomp and circum¬ 
stance. 

‘ Lady Wrentham says there are some 

very fine monuments-’ 

‘Oh. All right/ he said resignedly; ‘you 
go and see the monuments and I ’ll smoke a 
cigarette while I wait/ 

Miss Audley made up her mind. 

‘ I don’t care tuppence for the monuments/ 
she declared with candour, ‘ and by this time 
it will be quite dark in there.* 

Mr. Oxenhope brightened up. 

‘Look here,’ he suggested astutely, ‘just 
let’s run in for two seconds, and out again. 
Then we can say it was too dark to see them 
properly.’ 

The old sexton had unlocked the door 
now, and Roger called out to him: the old 
man was, ‘naturally,* deaf; but he perfectly 
understood what was required of him. He was 
to hold the horse while the young man and 
the lady went into the church. He thought 
* they ’ll be a long time. If it was the young 
gentleman alone he would not,’ he reckoned, 
‘ have long to wait. But with a young lady 
as well it *s quite different/ 
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However, he was a venal old sexton, and 
he scented a shilling in the air: perhaps two. 
He approached with crablike and rheumatic 
deliberation. 

He had scarcely made up his mind on 
which side of the horse to stand before they 
reappeared. 

‘ It was too dark to see the monuments,* 
yelled Roger into the old fellow’s deafest ear, 
which he, of course, selected, as people gener¬ 
ally do. 

‘ Monuments indeed! ’ thought the old 
man sarcastically. 

However, he got his two shillings. 

‘ That *11 upset your financial arrange¬ 
ments in the train,* observed Miss Audley. 

‘ And now ! * cried Mr. Oxenhope, ‘ you *11 
walk home with me. Why should you go in 
there; or wait for those who don’t a bit 
want you-* 

(‘ That *s polite,* remarked the lady.) 

(‘ Don’t interrupt,* said the gentleman.) 

‘ While I want you very much,’ he 
added calmly. She knew he was watching 
her; and she knew quite well with what sort 
of expression. But she said nothing quite 
at once. Perhaps she found it pleasant to 
be so persuaded. 

‘ Listen,’ he began again. ‘ They have 
been in there only about ten minutes—or say 
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quarter of an hour. What with talk and 
tea they won’t do the whole thing under forty 
minutes. You don’t want to go in a bit, do 
you ? * 

‘ How do you know I do not want my 
tea?’ 

‘ You shall have your tea. But do let 
us go back to Mote for it. We shall be back, 
walking, almost by five. Come, indulge me.’ 
Again she could hear the expression of his face 
in his voice. She looked up, for, tall as she 
was for a girl, he was much taller. 

‘ I thought,’ she said, 4 that you were so 
meek. It seems you can be masterful.’ 

And even so saying, she moved homeward, 
along the way to Mote. 

He was now walking beside her; his arm 
drawn through the reins. For a little while 
they said nothing. He broke the silence first. 

‘ I am afraid,’ he said, * that you have 
really had a tiresome, dull day.’ 

‘Well,* she answered, ‘I mustn’t make 
myself out a martyr. I had an amusing 
conversation with Lady Wrentham up in her 
boudoir before luncheon; and almost directly 
after I got rid of the others—then came my 
walk here. I enjoyed my walk over ever so 
much.* 

4 1 hope you will enjoy the walk back too ! * 

She laughed. 
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4 That depends/ she said. 

‘ On what ? ’ 

‘ On whether I find your company better 
than my own/ 

‘ Nothing could be better than your own/ 
he observed, with a smile, but seriously. 

‘ Very likely. We shall see/ she replied, 
not at all seriously. 

For a short way they again broke into a 
friendly silence. Presently it struck Mildred 
as being too intimate, and she said— 

4 Lady Wrentham wanted to know how 
I liked it all/ 

He turned round and looked at her inter¬ 
rogatively. 

‘ I told her the food and wine and atten¬ 
dance were excellent; but the attention very 
indifferent/ 

4 You mean the inattention/ he said, 
flushing darkly. 

4 Exactly. Lady Wrentham, however, 
thinks it’s all right. You and I, it seems, 
are the only obscurities. The others are 
people that one doesn’t meet every day/ 

4 Fortunately/ observed the young man 
with pregnant brevity. 

4 It was a very intimate thing to do- 
inviting me up into her room like that for a 
chat; wasn’t it good of her ? ’ 

4 Good of her ? ’ said Roger. 


Digitized by 


Google 


-^ Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


OUTSIDERS—AND IN 


79 


‘ Yes; it was an intimate thing to do, 
and she need not have done it. If Miss Mallory 
and the others knew they would think that 
Lady Wrentham was lifting me quite out of 
my sphere.’ 

Again he laughed; rather a peculiar laugh, 
that was not free of some suggestion of anger. 

4 Look here,’ he said; * don’t go on with 
that. It riles me. It riles me because it is 
true ; they would think that. As if-’ 

4 As if what ? ’ 

‘ As if you did not know; how can you 
help knowing—that your little finger is worth 
all their bodies and souls together.’ 

4 1 should think,’ remarked the girl judicially, 
but without dogmatic bigotry— 4 1 should 
think that that’s heresy.’ 

4 All right,* said Roger cheerfully, 4 then 
I’m a heretic.* 

4 You seem to glory in it.’ 

4 Yes, I do.’ 

4 44 Whose glory is in their shame.” You 
are like the Lacedemonians.’ 

4 Not all round,* protested Oxenhope. 

And so they talked; and the low leaden 
sky blackened, and the dusk deepened; and 
they paced briskly homeward, with no lover¬ 
like lagging. So they talked; not very 
well or wisely, and certainly saying nothing 
that all the world, from Lady St. Blazey 
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downwards, might not hear ; but as they went, 
thus chatting with good-humoured foolishness, 
they drew nearer. Not physically, for they 
had often all the road between them, as there 
was a drier patch on each side—but as to 
friendship and intimacy. 
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CHAPTER X 

Lord Wrentham very gladly provided a 
mount for Miss Audley, and on Thursday, 
the day following that on which Mr. Oxenhope 
hunted, there was another meet within reach. 
It was a different pack of hounds, and farther 
off than Granby Gate, but quite practicable. 
The early start did not trouble either Miss 
Audley or Roger. They breakfasted together 
alone ; for the shooting was all in the 
park to-day, and did not begin till late; so the 
shooters were to breakfast with the ladies. 

The breakfast for Mildred and Mr. Oxen¬ 
hope was not laid in the dining-room, but in a 
small and cosy library, much less imposing 
but much more comfortable. 

Miss Audley poured out the tea, and Roger 
cut the bread and carved the pheasant. It 
felt very conjugal, and the young woman was 
almost embarrassed. But they were both 
in good spirits. 

* If they have given me half as good a 
mount as I had yesterday,’ said Oxenhope, 
4 I shall be content.’ 

4 1 hope I shan’t be too stiff,* was the 
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aspiration of Miss Audley. ‘ I’ve had very 
little riding lately.* 

They ate and drank with matter-of-fact 
intimacy. 

* More tea, please. A little more pheasant? 
Aren’t you glad you’ve got a holiday ? Much 
better jumping out of doors on a horse’s back 
than staying indoors with all those women 
jumping on you, or wanting to 1 ’ 

Mildred laughed. 

He surveyed her with explicitly approv¬ 
ing eyes. Her habit was nearly new and suited 
her better than any dress he had seen 
her in. He liked a neat style in female 
adornment, and did not appreciate the 
heterogeneous confusions of contemporary 
splendour. 

* It’s the first time in all mv life,’ he 

• * 

observed with complacence, ‘ that I’ve gone 
out with a lady under my wing.’ 

4 Really. Under which wing ? I can’t 
see her—Oh, you mean me! You ’re 
very kind, but I am under my own wing. 
Dismiss from your mind all idea of responsi¬ 
bility on my account. If I break my neck 
they won’t hang you for it.’ 

He laughed. 

4 They might if they liked,* he said cheer¬ 
fully ; 4 under those gloomy circumstances I 
would not . even wish to survive.* 
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Miss Audley’s neck somehow did not 
look like breaking. 

Presently their cosy meal was finished and 
the hacks were brought to the door. They were 
each given a silver sandwich-box and a flask 
ornamented with a W and an earl’s coronet. 

‘ May I smoke ? ’ he inquired presently. 
He had made a show of helping the lady to 
mount, and had regretted to find how little 
assistance she wanted. All the same he knew 
she would not. He felt quite sure that she 
could ride. It was a delicious morning; not, of 
course, as a summer morning is delicious, 
but with the pale brightness of the winter. 
The air had just the faintest hint of frost in 
it; the low sun loomed ruddy in a haze of 
golden-grey; the grass was spread with a silver 
web, diamond-sparkled. 

Roger sniffed around contentedly. They 
passed out of the park and along the ringing 
highway. 

‘ Don’t they set their feet down nicely, 
eh ? * he said admiringly. 

She nodded. 

‘ It has its advantages—being rich,’ she 
adventured sagely. 

‘ Oh, no doubt,’ he admitted handsomely. 

Plink, plang, plink, plang, plink-plink, 
plang, plink, say the horses’ metalled feet 

upon the metalled road. They meet a labourer, 
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who turns to look after them. He sighs a bit 
and goes on his way; he too thinking, 
perhaps, that wealth has, as it would seem, 
certain compensations. 

Mildred says so. 

‘... To him, no doubt, we appear very 
rich,’ she says, half sadly. 

‘ How deceitful are appearances ! ’ begins 
her companion; then some echo of her voice 
made him turn his head to look at her. 

‘ Ah,* he said, * I see you are not joking. 
I beg your pardon.* 

She liked him for saying that; he would 
not jibe, she saw, at such a thought as 
hers. 

‘ I think,’ she said, ‘ that riding out like 
this—to spend the day in our pleasure—and 
meeting a man like that, whose days are so 
different ... it seems to me sad in a way. 
Why are we thus , and he thus ? * 

Roger told himself frankly that he was 
glad that it was they who were ‘ thus.’ But 
outwardly he was silent. 

‘ We seem to have all the pleasure,’ she 
added, half guiltily. 

Mr. Drake would have reminded her that 
the rustic they had met would probably 
possess no higher conception of pleasure than 
that of getting drunk. But, as has been 
before observed, Roger was not at all like Mr. 
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Drake; and he did not even himself remember 
this. 

For a bit they rode in silence; then the 
girl harked back again to her thought. 

4 It is odd,’ she said; 4 just now I was 
comparing our lot to that of a man like Lord 
Wrentham, who seemed to have everything. 
And now we are feeling guilty that it is we 
who have so much.* 

4 1 am not very clever at analysis of rights 
and wrongs,’ he answered sturdily; 4 but it 
seems to me that what one has to do is to 
take our luck whatever it is: if it *s bad, try 
and make it better; if it won’t get better, 
to do the best one can with it as it stands. 
And bad or good, to remember that some one 
else is no doubt worse off, and do them a 
decent turn if one gets the chance.’ 

4 1 think,’ she answered, looking at him very 
frankly with her truthful eyes, 4 that that is a 
very good sermon; and as to the language, 
it’s what I understand very well.* 

4 1 *m afraid,* he said, 4 it *s what they call 
the vulgar tongue.’ 

On they go; and presently the friendly 
silence is again broken. 

4 You talked just now,’ he said, 4 of our 
seeming rich to that labourer. Do you know, 
not very long ago, my present condition would 
have seemed very considerable wealth to me?’ 
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She turned to listen, with no sign of 
curiosity, but with every sign of interest. 

‘. I had then,* he continued with a 
light laugh, 4 something under a hundred 
pounds a year. Then my godfather died and 
left me a little property worth about six 
hundred a year, with a small house on it 
comfortable enough for a bachelor. I thought 
then that I had become a rich man. It is only 
a more recent enlightenment that has taught 
me I am a beggar.’ 

‘ You have nearly seven hundred a year! 
Why, you are more than twice as well off as I 
am,’ she remarked cheerfully. ‘ But,’ she 
added, 4 I mighty under certain circumstances, 
become extremely rich—what even Mr. Drake 
and Miss Mallory would consider rich.’ 

4 And so might I! But the eventuality is 
so unlikely that I do not bother my head about 
it.’ 

‘ Nor do I,’ declared the lady. 

‘ But it’s odd we should both have the 
chance,’ he remarked. 

4 Yes, very,’ said Miss Audley. 

Concerning its oddity they both thought 
in silence for some minutes. 

4 Look here 1 ’ then said the lady ; 4 if 

you ever are very rich will you promise to try 
and carry out your little sermon; try to let 
other people also have reason to be glad you 
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have the wealth ? If you will promise me, I 
will promise you the same/ 

‘Yes,’ he answered simply, but rather 
solemnly, * I promise you/ 

* And I promise/ said the girl gravely. 
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CHAPTER XI 

It will doubtless be foreseen by the experienced 
reader that here follows a hunting chapter; 
and here it should certainly follow if the author 
had time to indulge his own inclinations. But 
for that there is no room within the narrow 
limits of this trivial tale, wherein only the 
slightest possible sketch is attempted of the brief 
wooing of Roger Oxenhope and Miss Audley. 

All their lives long they remembered with 
affection that happy day with the Huntshire 
Vale foxhounds; and it was a memorably 
successful day for others also, so that it was 
often alluded to, years afterwards, as the 
Wrentham Wood Thursday, or the Duchess’s 
Thursday. But of what made it memorable 
to others there can be no mention here. Of 
the three finds and the three glorious runs 
nothing can be written in this little story; 
nor even of how well and straight Mildred 
Audley rode, and how proud Roger Oxenhope 
was of her, of what good care he took of her, 
or, indeed, of anything but their ride home 
together in the gathering dusk when it was 
all over. 
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It was not nearly so long as the ride out; 
for the east hill was less than five miles from 
Mote. But to them it was a ride so memorable 
that, looking back, it had no time; and they 
could not tell of it whether it had been long or 
short. 

And yet nothing singular occurred. Mil¬ 
dred had had no accident all day, and had none 
now. Roger had neither to carry her those 
five miles in his arms, or across the crupper 
of his saddle. She rode her own hack, and 
she rode it without assistance. 

At first their talk was of the day’s sport; 
then it flagged a little, and the breaks of 
silence were not in the least oppressive. They 
rode on, and in the noise of their own motion 
they seemed to hear each other’s thoughts. 

‘ What did Lady Wrentham write to you 
in that little note I gave you yesterday after¬ 
noon ? ’ he asked her suddenly. 

‘ I did not think you were so inquisitive.’ 

‘ I am not very inquisitive generally. But I 
should like to know that; I fancy I do know.* 

Mildred laughed. 

4 It was not a long note,’ she said, 4 only 
three words. She wrote, 44 Never mind us” * 

4 Stunning woman! ’ ejaculated Mr. Oxen- 
hope. 

They both laughed a little; and rode on 
in silence for a bit. 
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‘ You said yesterday,’ he began again, * that 
it was a wonderfully intimate thing of her to 
ask you up like that into her sitting-room.’ 

4 You flatter me by remembering so care¬ 
fully my weighty utterances l * 

4 Don’t you think,* he inquired, placidly 
ignoring her interruption, 4 don’t you think 
that this is pretty intimate ? ’ 

4 What ? ’ 

4 Riding home together like this—you and 
I alone.* 

4 You can ride round by Corby, if you 
like,’ she said. 4 You ’ll still get in before 
bedtime, I dare say.’ 

He laughed. 

4 You ’re very good. But I like this better. 
I was not complaining! ’ 

Another silence. 

4 1 am trying,* he remarked presently, 4 to 
believe that I have known you about forty- 
eight hours only! * 

4 1 am sorry,’ she replied politely, 4 that 
the time has dragged so.’ 

Again he laughed comfortably, and was at no 
pains to correct her inference. Their intimacy 
had made great strides since the morning. 

4 You should console yourself,’ she sug¬ 
gested, 4 by the reflexion that in less than 
forty-eight hours more we shall have gone 
our ways ; and you will not see me again.* 
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* I intend,* he remarked stoutly, ‘ to see 
you very often again.* 

To this she made no rejoinder; and they 
jogged on for fifty yards without speech. For 
fifty more, then he said— 

‘ I am now trying not to say something 
that I know I will say; but which I know I 
ought not to say yet.’ 

4 Silence,’ observed the lady, didactically, 
4 is admitted to be golden.’ 

4 But speech is silver. I am not avaricious 
—silver might serve my turn. Shall I say it ? * 

4 Count ten first. . . .’ 

4 One ! ’ cried the young man promptly. 

Miss Audley held up her hand. 

4 You must not count more than one each 
day,’ she declared firmly. 

4 And we go away the day after to-morrow ! 
thank you, very much ! * 

4 Don’t mention it,* said the lady. 

At this point they met again the labourer 
of the morning. 

4 Good-night, sir,’ he called out heartily. 

They both returned his greeting very 
pleasantly. 

4 Whatt’n a day’s spote you’m bin ’avin’ ? ’ 
inquired the rustic. How good they are in 
their hearty interest in the pleasures they 
never share! 

They pulled up and Roger gave a prScis 
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of the day’s sport that seemed to give measure¬ 
less satisfaction. 

4 Well, well! ’ declared the man. 4 It 
was dorn and fine, I reckon. And the young 
lady ; her aint taken no worsel, I *m thinking, 
her ’oss aint ’unted i* one feald and she in the 
t’other.’ 

He waggled his old head pleasantly, and 
seemed to feel much pride in Mildred’s hypo¬ 
thetic success. He even cackled a little, for 
he considered he had put the case with 
uncommon neatness. 

He was an old man and very rheumatic; 
his legs and arms seemed extraordinarily 
crooked, and his back bent patiently. He 
too might have liked to remain indoors like 
Lady St. Blazey. He began to move on; 
for no doubt the gentlefolks had had enough 
of him. 

4 Wait a minute,’ said Roger rather jerkily. 
4 This girth feels a bit loose; you might hold 
the mare while I tighten it.* 

It was the first lie he had ever told in his 
life, and his honest tongue did it very clumsily. 
Even the old countryman was scarcely deceived, 
and Mildred watched him curiously. He slid 
down from his saddle and went round to the 
off-side, but she managed to see what he did 
there. 

And the old man betrayed him also. 
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‘ Eh, sir! ’ he said, staring at his own 
open palm, 4 it’s a sovereign ! Did ye think 
it were a shilling . . . ? * 

But Roger mumbled something about the 
winter and coals, and was up in his saddle 
again, very red in the face, and calling out 
4 Good-night,’ before the old fellow could 
gather his wits together to express any grati¬ 
tude. The horses moved off; and the old man 
stood alone in the middle of the road looking 
after them. He didn’t see them as clearly as 
he might, for his eyes had a foolish old tear 
in them. 

And Mildred was conscious of a lump in 
her throat that made her chary of saying 
anything for a minute or two. 

4 He has so few sovereigns I * she thought 
with a sort of compassionate tenderness. 

He had fewer than she thought; for he 
had not told her of a younger brother cram¬ 
ming for the army, or of two sisters, one an 
invalid. 

So for a bit they rode on silently; but 
presently he looked furtively at her and their 
eyes met. He looked as though she had 
caught him stealing coppers from a cashbox. 

4 1 think,* she said with an unnecessary 
steadiness of voice, 4 that you are the kindest 
man I ever met.’ 

He laughed shyly. 
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‘ Oh, well 1 * he answered, ‘ I dare say it 
will do him more good than the butler.’ 

4 As if the butler would not get one too! ’ 
she remarked scornfully. 

When they reached the house a footman 
told them that their tea was to be brought 
them in the small library where they had 
breakfasted. The driving party, he said, had 
all had tea at Brailham Castle, where they had 
been calling; the shooters had theirs in the 
smoking-room. 

So the day’s hunting ended as conjugally 
as it had begun. 

Presently, however, Lady Wrentham came 
in to hear all about it; and all three chatted 
pleasantly for a quarter of an hour. 

Then Lady Wrentham carried off Miss 
Audley, and Roger also thought he might as 
well go up and change. 

4 Well,’ inquired the Countess, 4 and do you 
still think you shall like Mr. Oxenhope ? ’ 

4 1 think I shall—if he wouldn’t be tire¬ 
some.’ 

4 Ab, you find him tiresome ? ’ 

4 He tried to be tiresome coming home. 
He kept trying to propose to me.’ 

4 And you didn’t want him to ? ’ inquired 
Lady Wrentham calmly, but with interest. 

4 Not to-day. I should have had to refuse 
him.’ 
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4 So you do not want to refuse him ? * 

4 1 did not want him to make it necessary.* 

Lady Wrentham laughed gently. 

At the door of her own room they parted, 
and Mildred went on to hers. There was nothing 
suggestive of displeasure in her manner. 

Lady Wrentham went in to her room and 
looked at herself, absent-mindedly, but not 
without complacence, in the glass over the 
fireplace. 

4 They are as good as gold 1 ’ she said. 
4 They give me no trouble at all. It *s all 
wonderfully interesting. They will be a 
devoted couple in any case, and a thousand 
a year to them is like five to us. And the 
in the other case I ’ 

But Lady Wrentham’s feelings were scarcely 
equal to the contemplation of the other possi¬ 
bility. 
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CHAPTER XII 

When Mildred Audley awoke on Friday morn¬ 
ing she was immediately conscious that the 
end of her nose was a good deal colder than 
she had expected to find it. 

She at once jumped out of bed, and, throw¬ 
ing her warm dressing-gown about her, went 
to the window. It looked eastward, and 
nothing could be seen from it except the park 
and nearer gardens. 

She found a world like a Christmas-card: 
white under a low leaden sky, against which 
the trees lifted their black fingers. 

A thin skim of ice already covered the 
moat; for ever since the snow had ceased to 
fall, which had been an hour or two after 
midnight, there had been a hard still frost. 

She could see the mere also, and even 
that had a grey rim of ice round the reeds; 
though the middle was still black and unfrozen. 

The deer had come up close to the house, 
and stood in melancholy groups under the 
unsheltering bareness of the trees. 

Miss Audley returned soon to the comfort¬ 
able warmth of her bed; and when, not long 
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afterwards, she was called, and the maid who 
brought her hot water offered to light her fire 
at once, the offer was accepted with enthusiasm. 

She enjoyed her dressing very much. It 
was peculiarly pleasant to hear the dry logs 
crackling and sputtering, and to feel their 
genial glow, and at the same time to look out 
on the devil blanc of the widowed world whose 
lord, the sun, was dead. 

* No hunting for anyone to-day,* she 
thought. But it was a consolation to remem¬ 
ber that the meet was, as Lord Wrentham had 
told her, a very distant one, and about the 
poorest in that country. 

After breakfast, at which, in honour of a 
united party, Lady Wrentham appeared, Miss 
Mallory and Mr. Drake observed that they 
had * never seen the house.’ 

‘ Nor I,* said Mr. de Wett. 

* Of course I have,’ observed Sir Grooby, 
who could not conceive that any circumstance 
connected with himself could be without 
importance. 

‘ And so have I,* said Kathleen Lavenham, 
in a low voice, snuffing a tete-h-tite upon the 
breeze. 

‘ Let *s go round; it would be ripping,’ 
declared Lord St. Blazey, ‘ especially if Lady 
Wrentham will do showman herself. I’d 
love to see it all again.’ 
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‘ And so should I,’ protested Kathleen 
Lavenham. 

As it seemed so unlikely that there would be 
any going out in the afternoon, the Bishop was 
persuaded to believe that a portion of the 
morning might be torn from his correspondence; 
and Mrs. Lavenham recollected that she loved 
going over great houses. Miss Slaithwaite 
really did love it. 

Roger and Miss Audley had no means of 
knowing whether they liked it or not. 

‘ The only big house I ’ve ever been over,’ 
she asserted, ‘ is Windsor Castle ; and my nose 
began to bleed in the green drawing-room. 
I was only eleven years old, but I remember 
very well how unpopular I instantly became 
with the party.’ 

‘ What a good memory you have,’ said 
Miss Mallory. 

Roger had been over his County Lunatic 
Asylum, and one of the inmates had had a fit 
on beholding him. 

‘ Most inexcusable,’ said Mr. Drake. 

‘ Quite unreasonable,’ added Sir Grooby. 

* Ah, but lunatics are sometimes unreason¬ 
able,’ Miss Audley reminded them. 

They did not start at once. Lady 
Wrentham had to interview the housekeeper 
and the chef. There was an interval of three- 
quarters of an horn, passed variously. 
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Sir Grooby Pool and Kathleen tried whether 
they could eat an apple over their left shoulder 
held behind their back on the end of a fork. 
It was obvious to the meanest comprehension 
that they could not. 

4 You’d find it easier, Grue-Grue,’ suggested 
Mr. Drake, * if you were to eat her apple, 
and let her eat yours.’ 

4 That,’ declared the baronet, empurpled 
with his exertions, 4 would spoil all the point.’ 

4 Oh ! ’ said Mr. Drake, with a fine sarcasm, 

4 1 did not know there was supposed to be any 
point, 9 

Kathleen dropped her arm and flashed at 
him, out of her pale eyes, indignantly. 

Miss Mallory played 4 God Save the Queen ’ 
on a Jew’s harp, into which her tongue kept 
entangling itself painfully. 

4 1 wish,* said Mr. de Wett, rather emulous 
of Drake’s recent tour de plaisanterie, 4 1 wish 
you would not play with such exaggerated 
pathos, it quite upsets me.’ 

It also upset Lord St. Blazey; he was 
practising the dangerous art of balancing 
himself on his heels and the back of his head 
upon two chairs placed as far apart as the inter¬ 
val between his heels and his head would allow. 

He picked himself up valiantly. 

4 1 swear I *11 do it this time,’ he announced, 
with a self-devotion worthy of a better cause. 
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He did it—amidst generous applause, 
under cover of which Mr. Drake invited Miss 
Mallory to take a seat on the middle of his 
lordship, and at once took one himself. 

In process of time Lady Wrentham ap¬ 
peared, and they moved off. 

‘ We will begin with the chapel,’ she said 
in a businesslike voice : and they did so. 

The chapel, one gathered, was not in danger 
of wearing out with overuse. It chiefly existed 
for the little Wydgates (Lord Wrentham’s 
family name was Wydgate) to be baptised in 
when there were any, and used formerly to be 
the scene of the marriages of the Lady Adelisas 
and Aramintas. Nowadays, when no one 
gives a decent present who is not asked to 
the wedding, it is not large enough. 

4 It was last used,’ said Lady Wrentham 
cheerfully, * at Wrentham’s own baptism. 
The picture over the altar is by Correggio. It 
is so enormous that by itself it necessitates 
having a chapel; for one really could not 
stand all these dead babies in any other part 
of the house.* 

4 1 thought it was the “ Rape of the 
Sabines,”’ said Sir Grooby, who had after 
all joined the party. 

4 It’s the “ Slaughter of the Innocents ”— 
by Caravaggio,’ said Lady Wrentham serenely. 

Mr. Drake tittered softly. 
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* It changes its master very quickly,’ he 
observed to Miss Mallory. Lady Wrentham 
caught his eye and shook her head, rather 
austerely. 

‘ Hush I ’ said Miss Mallory, anxious to 
disclaim responsibility for his misbehaviour. 
‘ You should recollect you *re in church ! * 

‘ And he should remember,’ said Miss 
Slaithwaite to the Bishop, 4 that Lady Wren¬ 
tham is speaking.’ 

4 Indeed, yes; quite so,* acquiesced his 
lordship. 

4 The pulpit,* continued their noble cicerone, 
4 is carved out of one block of solid oak, grown 
from an acorn planted by Judith, Countess of 
Huntingdon, niece of William the Conqueror.’ 

4 Do you not think,’ whispered Mr. Drake 
in the ear of de Wett, 4 that Ananias was a 
very much overrated person ? * 

4 That woman,’ said Lord St. Blazey, 
aloud, 4 must have spent all her time going 
about with her pockets full of acorns. She 
planted ninety-nine in Fallowfield Chase— 
and that *s five counties away from here.’ 

4 The altar,’ said Lady Wrentham, 4 is of 
Caen stone, and represents the Four Cardinal 
Virtues; the figure of Temperance holds a 
cup. . . .’ 

4 There’s nothing in it,’ said Mr. de Wett. 

4 She’s drunk it all,’ explained Mr. Drake. 
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But both were careful that none of the seniors 
overheard them. . . . 

* The font (Lord Wrentham was last 
baptised in it) . . .* 

(‘ Where was he baptised the time before 
that ? ’ inquired de Wett, still sotto voce , of 
Sir Grooby.) 

4 . . . The font,’ continued Lady Wren¬ 
tham, raising her voice a little, 4 is of white 
Sicilian marble, and was brought by Lancelot, 
fourth earl, from Italy.* 

(‘ I wonder did he declare it ? ’ from the 
usual commentators.) 

‘ It represents,’ said Lady Wrentham, 
4 Naaman the Syrian dipping himself seven 
times in the Jordan.’ 

(‘ I can only see him doing it once,* whispered 
Sir Grooby, desirous to emulate the plaisan- 
teries of his peers.) 

4 The picture, or panel, on the front of the 
organ gallery,’ continued her ladyship, 4 shows 
St. Cecilia inventing the vocal frame. It 
is by Carlo Dolci.’ 

4 And who,’ inquired Mr. Drake, pointing 
at a pile of them in a corner, 4 are the fishing 
rods by, I wonder ? ’ 

The Bishop was much pleased with the 
chapel; he would have dearly liked to have 
a confirmation in it, and confided his desire 
to Mrs. Lavenham. She was anxious to 
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oblige him, and wondered whether she could 
induce either of her daughters to be ‘ done 
again.’ She remembered that at school, where 
they * were done before,* it was a sort of 
locomotive ex-colonial Bishop, without a seat 
in the House of Lords, or anything, who did it. 
She remembered thinking it sounded very 
hugger-mugger at the time, and was now much 
inclined to question its validity. 

Lord St. Blazey was dissatisfied with the 
chapel in its present state, and, if Mote were 
his, would change it into a private theatre. 
It would, he considered, not be so dismal as a 
theatre. 

‘ But what,’ inquired Sir Grooby, seeing his 
way to utilising de Wett’s humour, ‘ what 
would poor Wrentham do next time he wanted 
to be baptised ? * 

They moved on to the music-room, which 
was in better repair, and suggested more recent 
use, and next to the ball-room, which also 
had the air of occupation. Here Lord St. 
Blazey cheered up, and played the ‘ Washington 
Post ’ with one finger on the grand piano. 

‘ I say. Lady Wrentham,’ he begged, ‘ do 
let’s dance to-night after dinner; just our¬ 
selves. Let’s see, we ’re fourteen with my 
mother and the Bishop.’ 

‘ That’s six couples to dance, and one to 
cheer us with its plaudits.’ 
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This suggestion caused much discussion, 
in the midst of which luncheon was announced, 
to the astonishment of everybody. 

* We ’ll do the rest after lunch,’ said Lady 
Wrentham. ‘ And perhaps, if you ’re good, 
and Wrentham has no objection, I will let 
you dance after dinner . . . Perksitt,’ to the 
butler, * let the fires here and in the music- 
room be lighted immediately.* 
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CHAPTER XIII 

They did not begin again immediately after 
luncheon, but about three o’clock Lady Wren- 
tham perceived that her party was desceuvrt, 
and they set out again. She showed them the 
picture gallery with its old masters, and the 
library with its illuminated missals and bind¬ 
ings by Grolier and Rivifcre; the famous oak- 
corridor where Charles I is said to have slipped 
and fallen on January 81st, 1640—a dismal 
omen, from whence Miss Mallory concluded 
that she would herself be beheaded on Novem¬ 
ber the 20th, 1906, as she slipped and fell 
here to-day. 

‘ You cannot be too careful,’ said Mr. 
Drake gloomily; 4 it was duplicity, they say, 
that led the Martyr King to his ruin.* 

Miss Mallory protested that she was not 
duplex. 

4 Duplicity,’ explained Mr. Drake frankly, 

4 means, in this connexion, telling fibs.* 

They were also led to the haunted room, 
where Joan, the fifth baron’s daughter, was 
strangled between two pillows. 

4 Why was she strangled ? * demanded Miss 
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Kathleen Lavenham : but Mr. Drake took 
hold of the extreme tip of his own tongue in a 
very suggestive manner, and shook his head 
dissuasively. 

The younger Miss Lavenham was embar¬ 
rassed, as he had foreseen, and blushed at her 
own indiscretion. 

4 She was strangled,* explained Lady Wren- 
tham, 4 for trying to poison her father with a 
stewed eel out of the moat, that she had 
prepared for him with her own hands.’ 

4 Dear creature I ’ said Mr. Drake ; but 
the Bishop shook his head, and declared that 
the young person could have had very little 
principle. 

They moved on to the tapestry bed¬ 
chamber where Charles I slept, and admired 
the sad portrait (by Vandyck) of the luck¬ 
less monarch that hung over the chimney. 
Miss Slaithwaite was a sentimental old girl, 
and got rather weepy as her ladyship recited— 

4 Upon that memorable scene 
He nothing common did nor mean.’ 

But the Bishop looked upon Charles as 
a sort of Puseyite, and was rather un¬ 
sympathetic. 

By the time Lady Wrentham had laid the 
King low, it was dark, and tea-time, and they 
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all trooped downstairs to the great hall. Miss 
Audley arrived last, having been up to her 
room to poke the fire. 

‘ By Jove, how that girl has improved,’ 
said St. Blazey, his confidant being Mr. 
Drake. They were standing by the huge wood 
fire; the ladies were all grouped together round 
Lady Wrentham, near the table. ‘ She comes 
into a room now as if she didn’t care who the 
devil there was in it.’ 

‘ She doesn’t—if Oxenhope doesn’t happen 
to be in it.* 

4 1 think he’s a deuced lucky devil,* said 
the little lord pleonastically. 4 Jove l It *s 
been quick work.* 

4 1 wonder,’ said Drake, 4 why her ladyship 
didn’t ask them next week. They would have 
had it all their own way then, and not been 
in ours.’ 

4 1 must say,’ said the honest little peer, 
4 they’ve not been in my way in the least. I 
feel a brute rather for not having been civiller.* 

4 For my part,’ said Drake, with a calm 
absence of self-reproach, 4 1 can safely say that 
they’ve had no chance of being in mine. I 
saw to that.’ 

Tea arrived. With it the second post 
letters from Brailham. Something for almost 
everyone. For Mr. Drake, three letters and 
a paper—he always liked his own peculiar 
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paper. But he read the letters first; the 
paper he would glance at after tea. 

For Miss Audley there was a telegram. She 
opened it and handed it to Lady Wrentham, 
and watched while the Countess read it. It was 
quite short, but the lady seemed to read it 
very slowly, and it seemed a long time to the 
girl before she looked up. When she did, Miss 
Audley smiled. 

‘ So I am to remain Miss Audley,’ she said. 

‘ Are you, indeed! ’ said her hostess. 
They both smiled. 

‘ How well you take it,’ said Lady Wren¬ 
tham ; 4 1 couldn’t.* 

They spoke in a low tone, and the others were 
occupied with their letters. No one heard them. 

Miss Audley took her tea and drank it, 
and ate two bits of bread and butter. 

4 It hasn’t spoiled her appetite,* thought 
Lady Wrentham. 4 What a brick the girl is.* 

Miss Audley finished her tea, and went off 
to her own room to write a letter. About 
an hour later she came down again to put 
it in the box, and found no one in the hall but 
Roger Oxenhope. She had not seen him since 
four o’clock. About half-past four he too 
had had a telegram, and it had been brought to 
him in the billiard-room, where he had, by a 
rare condescension, been bidden to a game 
with de Wett, who wanted a cigarette more than 
tea, and found the time hanging on his hands. 
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* Thank you 1 Put it down there,’ said 
Roger, and he finished his stroke very de¬ 
liberately and successfully. Then he opened 
the telegram. It was short, and soon read. 

* Well,* he said to himself, ‘ I know where 
I am now, at any rate. He *s a polite kid to 
come prematurely. He might have kept me 
on the tenter-hooks six weeks longer.* 

And he went on with his game, and won 
it. In the hall, afterwards, Lady Wrentham 
came over and sat down by him. 

‘ Do you know ? ’ she asked in a repressed 
voice. 

He nodded. ‘Yes. I *ve had a telegram. 
My lawyers sent it. They didn’t know I was 
here, and it was sent home and telegraphed 
on here. I wonder if there *s anything to pay 
on it.’ 

‘ Fancy thinking of that! It is impossible 
for you not to be disappointed.’ 

He turned, and looked at her very straight¬ 
forwardly. 

* I suppose so. But you see I never built 
on it. It was only three months ago the 
chance came, and it was never better than an 
even chance. I never let myself think of it 
as a probability. Of course, I knew there 
was the possibility .’ 

‘ Well. You ’re a wonderful man. And 
I can only say I should be disappointed.’ 

Then she got up and so did he, and she 
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went off to her boudoir, herself terribly dis¬ 
appointed. 

‘I felt so sure it would be a girl,’ she 
thought, 4 and for the matter of that, there 
seemed so little chance of anything alive.’ 

And now Roger and Miss Audley had the 
great hall to themselves. They both seemed a 
little silent: not in the least depressed, but 
thoughtful. 

They stood together by the wide open 
hearth, and she held out her hand as a sort 
of screen. He noticed how fine it was—smaller 
than one would expect from her height—and 
delicate. 

4 Should you like to hear me sing ? * she 
asked presently. She was looking at the open 
grand piano. 

4 Do you sing ? Why have you kept it 
dark ? ’ 

4 No one asked me,’ she answered simply. 
4 1 would have sung if anyone had wanted me. 
I can sing—well, nearly as well as Miss Mallory 
plays the Jew’s harp.* 

4 Are you sure you would like to sing now ? ’ 
he inquired, laughing. 

4 Quite sure. They are all in the ball-room 
having an undress rehearsal for to-night, and 
no one but you will hear me.’ 

She went over to the piano and sat down; 
without any affectation of prelude or indecision 
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she began at once. Her voice filled the great 
vaulted hall, and filled Roger’s mind and ears 
and heart also. 

He listened absent-mindedly. Beautiful 
as her singing was, he almost wished she would 
not sing now : they were all alone, and he had 
something to say to her. 

Presently she passed into another song ; 
he walked over and stood beside her. 

4 1 wish,’ he said, 4 you would stop. I 
want to say something, and I may get no other 
opportunity as good.’ 

She stopped at once, and dropped her 
hands into her lap, laughing undisguisedly. 

4 1 think,’ she said, 4 you are the rudest 
person I ever met.’ 

She had told him once—it was only 
yesterday, but it seemed ages ago—that he 
was the kindest. They both remembered it 
now. 

4 Very likely,’ he said, as if it did not at all 
matter. 4 But listen.’ 

4 Why should I listen to you ? You refuse 
to listen to me.’ 

4 1 will listen to you afterwards. All the 
rest of our lives if you like . . . but I want 
my turn first.* 

4 1 dare say! * she replied, watching him 
with a strange look in her great eyes. But he 
did not heed her interruption. 
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4 I have had a sort of disappointment 
to-day-* he went on. 

4 So have I,’ she declared, again interrupting. 
But still he persisted. 

* Will you make up to me for my disappoint¬ 
ment ? ’ he asked—looking full and straight 
into her face—very gravely. 

4 What was your disappointment ? * asked 
the woman, after the manner of her kind, 
starting a side issue. 

4 You remember,* he answered quietly, 
4 that I told you I might in a certain even¬ 
tuality become rich—very rich, what even 
these sort of people here would think very 
rich ? ’ 

Yes, she remembered. 

4 Well, that chance is gone. I shall never 
have any more money than what I have now 
unless I earn it.’ 

He paused. 

4 The news came to-day,* he added. 4 That 
is my disappointment. Will you make up to 
me for it ? ’ 

He had not once taken his eyes off her. 
She could not take him lightly; he was so 
simple in his large, quiet earnestness. 

She moved a little on her seat; it turned 
very easily, for it was the music-stool. 

4 What do you want ? ’ she asked, trying 
not to look at him. 
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‘ You,’ he answered, looking at her and 
holding her eyes to his. 

* It is very soon,* she suggested feebly. 

* Yes, that is true; I confess it. But 
look, to-morrow we all go away, and I shall 
never come here again.’ 

‘ Neither shall I.* 

‘ It was not my idea to come this time, . . .’ 

4 Nor mine. . . .* 

4 Lady Wrentham wished it. I knew it 
would not be my line. But for the happy 
accident of your being here too. . . .* 

( 4 Accident! ’ thought the girl, who was 
beginning to understand matters.) 

4 ... Of your being here too, I should 
have been utterly miserable and gone away 
the day after my arrival. But, you see, I am 
driven into this appearance of haste.’ 

4 It is, of course, only apparent,* observed 
the lady politely. 

4 Don’t gibe. Will you marry me ? ’ 

4 Why should I ? ’ 

4 There is no reason at all. . . .’ 

4 In that case,’ said the lady, 4 1 can 
scarcely refuse.’ 

4 You mean you don’t refuse! ’ he asked, 
pale with eagerness. 

4 Of course, I will refuse if you wish 
to-’ 

At that moment the doorway at the farther 
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end of the great hall framed the life-size 
portrait of a butler, with a silver salver in his 
hand, and an extraordinary affection of the 
right eyelid. 

Having quite satisfied himself that what 
he beheld was no phantasmal appearance he 
turned away and made for the ball-room, 
where he rightly guessed he should find the 
rest of the party. 

He was a very grave man habitually, but 
a churgle (if for once I may be guilty of word¬ 
coining), a sort of cross between a chuckle and 
a gurgle, was audible in his fat throat as he 
walked over the thick red carpet of the corridor 
with his salver in his hand. 

On the salver lay a telegram, and very 
easily might Mr. Perksitt have sent a footman 
with the salver and the message. But the 
name upon the brown envelope was that of no 
one in the house, and the title before it a 
higher one than anybody there had claim to. 
If it portended the advent of a new visitor by 
the 7.15 train he would like to hear of it. 

Mr. Perksitt bore the telegram to the noble 
mistress of the house himself. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

A quarter of an hour earlier Mr. Drake had 
descended from his room and also made for 
the ball-room. He had been reading by his 
fire, and having read all the rest of his paper— 
the first edition of a well-known evening daily 
—he turned, as people do, to the first page, 
to top up with at the last. It contained 
very little but advertisements, and the few 
announcements of births, and marriages, and 
deaths. 

Something seemed both to interest and 
amuse him. He rose abruptly from his seat 
and consulted a well-used portly volume, with¬ 
out which he never travelled — his own 
interleaved copy of the peerage, with his 
own manuscript annotations. He wrote 
something in it now, and spent a few minutes 
in farther study. At the letters I and S 
he seemed to find what he chiefly wanted. 
Then he got up, blew out his candles, and 
went downstairs, taking his evening paper 
with him. 

In the ball-room he found Miss Mallory 
chatting to Lady Wrentham, who seemed, 
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/ 

he thought, a little bored and out of spirits 
—perhaps, even, a little cross, only Lady 
Wrentham was never cross. 

‘ Ah, Miss Mallory/ he said, ‘ I am come 
to congratulate you/ 

4 On what/ demanded the lady, * your 
own arrival ? * 

‘ On the birth of your husband ! ’ 

It took a good deal to surprise Miss Mallory, 
though it was not unusual for her to surprise 
other people. But she certainly stared now. 

4 I think/ explained Mr. Drake, ‘ that you 
mentioned (to Lady Wrentham and yours 
truly) the name of the Duke of Ipswich as 
that of your future husband/ 

Lady Wrentham laughed, so did Miss 
Mallory. 

‘ Oh ! he was only one among several/ 

‘ Dear me! * exclaimed her ladyship, ‘ how 
very polygamous/ 

‘ A possible candidate, you mean/ sug¬ 
gested Mr. Drake obligingly. 

‘ Exactly/ agreed Miss Mallory. ‘ Well, 
what of him ? ’ 

* He was born last night/ remarked Mr. 
Drake, with admirable sangfroid. 

4 What do you mean ? ’ demanded the young 
lady. 

4 It is quite true/ said her hostess, in a 
voice of considerable annoyance. 
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* Do explain,* requested Miss Mallory; * I 
grope in darkness.’ 

The general company gathered round, and 
Mr. Drake was not displeased. His foot was 
on his native heath, and here he could distin¬ 
guish himself. 

‘ Certainly,’ he said, 4 I shall be delighted. 
Will you begin by casting your eye on this 
announcement ? ’ 

He handed to her the evening paper, which 
was passed round when she had finished with 
it. Among the birth notices he had marked 
in blue pencil this :— 

PORTSEA.—On the morning of Friday, 
November 20, at Ipswich House, S.W. ? the 
Marchioness of Portsea, prematurely, of a son. 

4 That little boy,’ said Mr. Drake, with 
obvious relish, 4 is the fourth Duke of Ipswich.’ 

Miss Mallory did not yet seem much 
enlightened. 

4 At the risk of being prosy,’ continued Mr. 
Drake, as if he knew that was impossible, 
* I will remind you that Ronald, third Duke 
of Shetland, and nineteenth Earl of Staffa, 
both in the Peerage of Scotland, was created 
by George III an English duke and marquess, 
with the titles of Duke of Ipswich and Marquess 
of Portsea.* 

4 It is scarcely necessary,’ said Miss Mallory, 


Digitized by 


Google 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


118 


OUTSIDERS—AND IN 


who now first learned the fact, ‘to remind us 
of that . 9 

4 Exactly, I thought so. And everyone 
knows that Duke Ronald had an only brother. 
He also had two sons, James, second Duke of 
Ipswich, and Ralph, who made# poor marriage 
and whose descendants fell into obscurity, as 
his uncle, the first English Duke’s brother, 
had also done before him. The third duke 
died suddenly three months ago, as it is said, 
of the shock of the news of his only child being 
killed by a tiger.* 

4 That,’ said Lord St. Blazey, 4 was poor 
Portsea.* 

Mr. Drake admitted the fact with reluct¬ 
ance. The young Marquess of Portsea, as his 
hearers remembered, had gone out to India, as 
aide-de-camp to the Viceroy, a few months 
ago, and not many after his marriage. 
Within three weeks of his arrival there he 
had been killed while tiger-shooting. A week 
afterwards his father was also dead. 

4 The resulting position,’ said Mr. Drake, 
4 was extraordinarily interesting. Should a 
posthumous son be born to the late Marquess 
of Portsea the child would, of course, be Duke 
of Ipswich. Were a posthumous daughter to 
arrive she would succeed her grandfather in 
-his Scottish dukedom of Shetland, and his 
earldom of Staffa, both of which dignities pass 
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in the female line, the English honours passing 
to her obscure and distant kinsman, the 
descendant of the first (English) duke’s second 
son. But were no child, boy or girl, to be 
born, this hitherto poor and humble individual 
would succeed both to the English and Scottish 
honours — while the Scottish estates would 
pass to a lady, the daughter of a poor clergy¬ 
man, whose wife was the nearest, but not at 
all near, relation of the late Marquess of 
Portsea, who so sadly predeceased his father.’ 

‘ So for three months,’ said Lady Wren- 
tham, ‘ there has been no holder of a title 
which is not in the least extinct.’ 

‘ For three months,* said Mr. Drake, * no one 
has known whether the Duke of Ipswich was an 
unborn child, or a penniless and forgotten 
cadet of the family, whom no one ever met.* 

4 Poor beggar,* said Lord St. Blazey, 4 how 
he must be cussing somewhere the arrival 
of this unconscionable baby.’ 

Lady Wrentham smiled; perhaps she 
might have said something, but the butler 
entered with a salver. He came up and held 
it out to her. 

4 A telegram, my lady,’ he said, * for the Duke 
of Ipswich. I brought it to your ladyship.’ 

The brown envelope did indeed bear the 
legend, 4 Duke of Ipswich, care Qf Countess 
of Wrentham, Mote,* 
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* His telegrams begin early,’ remarked Lord 
St. Blazey. 

‘ Where is Mr. Oxenhope ? ’ demanded her 
ladyship irrelevantly. 

‘ In the great awl, my lady,’ replied the butler. 

‘ Ask him to be good enough to come here— 
if he’s not busy,* said Lady Wrentham. 
4 What was he doing ? ’ 

The butler coughed, sepulchrally. 

4 1 couldn’t say, my lady,’ he replied, with 
admirable discretion. How could he ? It 
was bad enough to have seen it. 

In about three minutes Mr. Oxenhope 
arrived, and Lady Wrentham met him in 
the middle of the ball-room. 

4 1 think,’ she said quietly, ‘ this is for you, 
Roger,* and she handed him the telegram. 
He flushed hotly, but took it, and when he 
had opened it handed it back to her. 

The senders were Messrs. Tape and Tack- 
sitt; it was handed in at Lincoln’s Inn at 
8.25, and sent to Bilworth, and redispatched 
thence at 8.50. It ran thus : 4 Duke of 
Ipswich survived birth only few hours. Will 
ascertain farther particulars and send on by 
post. Our congratulations to your grace.’ 

4 And mine,* said Lady Wrentham, holding 
out her hand. 

4 Poor little boy,’ she said, with a jovial 
attempt at the pathetic. 4 He’s dead already.* 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


OUTSIDERS—AND IN 


121 


4 Who ? * demanded Lord St. Blazey. 

* Why, Mr. Drake’s fourth Duke of Ipswich. 
I am sure you will join with me in congratu¬ 
lating the fifth duke on his succession. He 
was a poor relation of mine till to-day. I 
suppose I’m one of his now.’ 

4 And he ’ll take you in to dinner instead 
of the Bishop,’ said St. Blazey, who could 
never stomach the superiority of the spiritual 
peers to barons. 

4 Yes,’ agreed Lady Wrentham , 4 and Peepy ’ 
(Peepy is the colloquial title of her husband) 
4 must to-night take in the future Duchess.* 

4 What duchess ? He ain’t married ! ’ 
cried St. Blazey indignantly. 

Lady Wrentham had no time to answer. 
The butler appeared again with the identical 
salver but a new telegram. He goes straight 
. to Miss Audley. The envelope is in fact 
addressed to her. 

4 Of course,’ she said quietly, 4 we know 
what’s in it. It’s from our lawyers.’ 

It was nearly the same as the other: 
4 Melancholy duty of announcing death of 
infant Duke of Ipswich at 2.50 this afternoon. 
Particulars by post. Respectful congratula¬ 
tions. Handed in at 5.20.’ 

Lady Wrentham was delighted; the second 
wire made assurance doubly sure. 

4 Miss Audley,’ she said, 4 my dear Lord 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


122 


OUTSIDERS—AND IN 


St. Blazey, succeeds, as Mr. Drake has told 
us, to the Scottish estates of her great¬ 
grandfather the second duke, whose only 
descendant she is. His grace over there 
descends from the first duke. I dare say Mr. 
Drake does not know that about eleven months 
ago Mr. Roger Loudon’s godfather left him a 
little estate, worth about six hundred a year, on 
condition of his taking the name of Oxenhope.’ 

No, Mr. Drake had not known that. 

‘ And knowing your taste for dukes, dear 
Miss Mallory,’ added Lady Wrentham, smiling 
very sweetly, ‘I thought you should not be 
enlightened either. For the dear Duke of 
Ipswich is, as we have seen, very susceptible, 
and if you had smiled on him the English and 
Scottish estates (as dear Mr. Drake calls them) 
would have had to remain divided for ever 
. . . and it is better they should be joined 
together again at once, isn’t it ? ’ 

4 Horrible cat,* whispers Miss Mallory in 
the ear of Mr. Austin Drake. 4 1 believe it 
was all a put-up thing from the beginning. 
And for my part I do not care to be taken out 
walking.* 

For Miss Mallory was a new woman, and 
spoke the new English in all its purity. 
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THE PUNISHMENT 


CHAPTER I 

The Colonel seldom passed the club without 
going in to look at the telegrams, and he 
seldom went in without a nod and a word ot 
civility to the Major. 

They did not belong to the same regiment; 
in fact, neither of them at that present belonged 
to any regiment at all. The Colonel was, as 
any subaltern or captain would have told you, 
in the enjoyment of a ‘ blokeship ’ and a 
scandalously overpaid blokeship * at that.’ 
Personally the Colonel was popular, but his 
official existence at £1200 a year was con¬ 
sidered by junior officers not attached to his 
department as a blot on civilisation. As for 
the Major, he had no one to envy him, and 
certainly no one suggested that his affluence 
was aggressive. His rank was not depart¬ 
mental, but it had long ceased to be effective. 
He had, it was understood, been exceedingly 
smart once, and he had undoubtedly belonged 

to a regiment that was very smart still. But 
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126 THE PUNISHMENT 

the Major’s connexion with the Blacks (as 
the Duchess of Argyle’s Merthyr Tydvil 
Foresters delight to be called) had been 
abruptly severed in ages that, to subaltern 
officers, appeared prehistoric. 

When the Major was in the Blacks it was 
the chic thing to wear drooping whiskers, 
and he wore them still in memory of those 
days, though he must have observed that the 
custom had grown obsolete. 

If it is certain that no one envied the Major, 
it is doubtful whether anyone pitied him. 
Perhaps he did not deserve much pity. Per¬ 
haps 1 Who of us knows enough to measure 
even our own deservings ? Who of us 
cares enough to measure those of a seedy, 
broken-down, shabby anachronism ? What 
everybody did know was that the Major’s 
misfortunes were of his own making. He had 
been, to make no mystery of the matter, a 
co-respondent in a certain case of divorce, and 
had been unable to pay a farthing, and so he 
had been forced to fly from England and quit 
his regiment, which had only just returned 
there after a long course of service abroad. 

It was said by some that, even if he had 
been able to pay up, he would have had to 
leave the Blacks; that there were features 
in the case that even the Blacks could not 
swallow—and their gullet was not, in such 


1—&j zzz by 



Original frcm 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


THE PUNISHMENT 127 

matters, unduly contracted. Later on this 
view was rather discredited, and it was main¬ 
tained that had the Major's financial state 
been better the co-respondence ‘ wouldn’t have 
mattered.’ Why he came to these islands 
no one could tell. True, the regiment had been 
stationed here less than a year before, and at that 
time he was sure of finding many acquaintances 
in the place; but under the circumstances 
that would appear but a doubtful advantage. 

Perhaps he was confused in his mind, and 
had some foolish idea that the acquaintances 
were more than that—that he was returning 
to the indulgent compassion of sturdy friends 
who, conscious of certain imperfections at 
home, might be good-naturedly slow in casting 
stones abroad. If that were so, the Major 
had his crude fancies soon exploded. 

Perhaps no masculine friends went the 
length of cutting him out and out, except the 
chaplain; and that, the Major assured himself, 
‘ was just professional' and meant nothing 
personal at all. They had been rather in¬ 
timate in a mutually selfish, club sort of 
fashion, and had been wont to play billiards 
together almost daily: the parson played 
much better than the Major, and played for 
the stakes, while the poor Major had only 
played for the sport; so on the whole the cleric 
had not lost by it. 
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Now, parsons who are said to make a good 
thing out of their billiards can scarcely afford 
to bow to co-respondents with whom ill-luck 
may have brought them acquainted. And 
this, with rather intuitive than reasoned 
candour, the Major promptly recognised. 

He, the Major, was quite a stupid man, and 
was scarcely ever wise or sharp enough to 
foresee anything; but he understood accom¬ 
plished facts with a simple frankness that is 
rarer than it sounds. He never tried to 
misunderstand facts ; once seen, he took them 
for granted with a plain, unquerulous direct¬ 
ness. He was not refined, not even sensitive, 
and when he found that he was ‘ barred ’ 
he was rather surprised, but he never rebelled 
and never complained. 

He was thick-skinned, to say the truth of 
it. As has been said, no one absolutely cut 
him (no man, that is) except the garrison 
chaplain; but most were chilly and some 
were rude to him. One or two had a moment¬ 
ary difficulty in recollecting him ; one (Sharp 
of the Bank) affected on first meeting him to 
mistake him for a brother officer, and alluded 
to his own case as a cursed bad business. But 
the Major recollected that Mrs. Sharp and he 
had been rather * sweet * on each other, and 
he felt no soreness at her husband’s attitude. 
Of course, he never tried to speak to him 
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again, though they generally nodded once a 
day at each other, and after some years Sharp 
began to wish him a merry Christmas when 
that salutation was in season. 

With his usual plain appreciation of facts, 
the Major was not long in arriving at the 
conclusion that there was a desire among 
these former friends of his to see him no more, 
and to be freed from his presence at the club. 

But he did not think they would go to 
the length of * kicking him out,’ and he would 
* stick it * if they did not. 

Where could he go ? They did not know 
it, but he was nearly penniless. 
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CHAPTER II 

All this was long ago. 

If the Major had felt any wounds in this, 
the home of his friends, time had long dulled 
them. And if there had once been any idea 
of getting rid of him, that idea had been aban¬ 
doned, and probably forgotten, years before 
Colonel Pontifex came to the islands as com¬ 
manding ordnance officer. 

The Major was as much an accepted fact in 
the club as the ship’s figureheads that flanked 
the entrance, and was not much more obtru¬ 
sive. The figureheads, especially the Amazon, 
were rather ugly and very shabby ; while they 
might strike the unaccustomed spectator as 
improper; and obviously they were useless. 
But if their presence was irrelevant it had long 
been taken for granted, and so had the Major’s. 

In the morning he generally sat in the hall, 
well in the shadow of the staircase, where his 
seediness was as little apparent as might be, 
and where he was 4 handy to the bar, in case 
anyone should stand him anything.’ 

Of late years this had become very cus¬ 
tomary ; and when the fleet was in, the 
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Major would get almost more refreshment of 
that sort than he knew what to do with. If 
only he could have asked them for money! 
If only they could have dropped it into his 
hand as if he had been a beggar ! 

Did any of them know, did any of them 
guess, how poor he was ? How unfed, how 
starving ? Some miserable pension or allow¬ 
ance he had, it is true. But hopelessly in¬ 
sufficient always, it had shrunk with the years, 
and with the Major’s poor, shabby, shrunken 
garments, and was now always in arrear. 

Now and then some one did ‘ stand him ’ 
a luncheon or a dinner; more frequently a 
supper—of grilled bones or Scotch wood¬ 
cock. Did they guess that such a meal was 
often all the food he had had that day ? 

It was believed he fed 4 at home,* for he 
had some obscure lodging somewhere, and 
would generally absent himself for half an 
hour at luncheon time and dinner time. And 
once it had really been so. The wretched 
meal he got from his landlady cost less even 
than the cheapest of the various lunches and 
dinners one could get at the club, though he 
stuck to these as long as he could and cut them 
down as low as possible. But a lunch of 
bread and cheese at the club was more costly 
than a slice off his own loaf at home; and 
there was no club dinner less expensive than 
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the soup, joint, and cheese, at one-and-a- 
penny (the penny was 4 table-money *), which 
certainly could not be called unreasonable. 

But now for some little time the Major had 
changed his quarters. He had fallen in debt 
to his landlady for these loaves of bread and 
pounds of cheese, as also for rent, for washing, 
and other matters. And his pittance from 
England not arriving, she had lost patience. 
To do her justice, she fancied that he had 
money and 4 drank it.* Certainly he came 
home now and then with the influence of 
liquor very perceptible in his gait and utter¬ 
ance, in his haggard eyes, and half pallid, 
half red-blotted complexion. 

Had she known that the trifle of food he ate 
at home was all that he got she would have 
understood his haggard looks, but he let her 
think that these were but extras, and that his 
regular meals were all taken at the club. Nor 
did it occur to her that what he drank was all 
given him. So, finally, this rather rough- 
tongued female lost patience, and declaring 
that a little loss was better than a big one, 
and that it was no use letting good money 
go after bad, she turned the Major out, to 
find quarters where he could. 

It was not easy, and would probably have 
been impossible but for the Colonel’s first 
kindness. 
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* If I send for my things—can I have 
them ? * the Major had inquired rather 
falteringly, as the irate landlady closed her 
inhospitable door in his face. 

* Things, indeed ! ’ she snorted scornfully ; 
‘ who’d want your things ? Do you think I 
want to dress myself in your worn out trousers 
and coatses; or do you think anyone would 
give me fivepence for the lot ? Send for them, 
or come for them, or take ’em with you. It’s 
all the same to me! ’ 

» * * « 

It was about eleven in the forenoon, and 
a bleak, cheerless day. The wind came biting 
at his shabby legs like a snapping terrier at a 
tramp’s. 

At the end of each sloping street lay the 
loud complaining sea, leaden, with white 
lacings; and the air was full of grit that 
pricked one’s face like needles. 

It was chilly in the hall of the club, and the 
figureheads outside looked more than ever 
forlorn with the glass doors shut in their faces. 
But the Major took his usual place; he had 
had nothing at all to eat to-day, and he felt 
cold to the bone; if anyone should offer 
him a drink it would be more welcome than 
usual; if he could he would take the spirit 
almost neat, that would warm him. But the 
fleet was away, and on such mornings as these 
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there were not many visitors to the club before 
luncheon time. Very likely he would get no 
offer. 

‘ It’s cold this morning, isn’t it ? ’ he 
remarked to the hall-porter. 

‘ It’s no use trying to light the fire here 
with a north wind,’ retorted the servant. 
* Why don’t you go in the reading room ? ’ 

The hall-porter’s tone was not respectful; 
but then he did not pretend to respect the 
Major, and the Major owed him five and 
sixpence, which the man considered was now 
overdue. Of course, he knew perfectly well 
why the Major usually sat in the hall at this 
hour. 

‘. . . There’ll be nobody passing through 
such a morn* *s this, will there, Bill ? ’ 

The barman laughed, and the Major realised 
that he had sunk yet another step. But he 
was not taken aback: it had to come and it 
was come ; that was all. 

With a dull patience he had accepted each 
new stage of his dishonour, blaming no one, 
neither God nor his neighbours, nor even 
himself. Perhaps a quite inaudible sigh did 
escape him on such occasions : perhaps a little 
blood did start towards his cheeks, but there 
was too little of it in his heart for such super¬ 
fluities, and it never reached the skin, but 
dropped feebly back again. 
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Presently the hall-porter fell asleep; this 
he did on principle whenever there was nothing 
better to do, and the phenomena presented 
were rather dreadful. He had no neck, and 
his head grew out of the front of his body like 
a Prime Minister’s. As soon as he was asleep 
he began choking, and through his chokes 
odd detached mutterings would break. 

4 Hover coat ’n gnat l * 4 Yes, sir.’ 4 Hate. 
Heggs ’n bacon.’ 4 And ten, makes heven 
money.’ 

The barman was brushing his own legs, and 
hissing as though he were at once a groom 
and a pony. 

Outside the wind went blustering, now and 
then pausing to rattle a door or window frame. 
It was one of those clear, bleak days when 
everything has a pitiless hardness of outline; 
and the houses of St. George looked uglier 
even than the facts necessitated. 

He grew so chilly that at last the Major 
crept off to the reading-room and sat down 
near the fire, which was crackling in a loud, 
unsympathetic fashion. At first the sudden 
exterior warmth made him feel colder, or 
made him perceive more plainly how cold he 
had been. His skin seemed to tighten, and he 
shivered strongly. . . . When at length he 
heard the banging of the hall door, as some one 
shut it after himself, he went out again. 
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It was the Colonel. 

4 Hulloa, Major ! Rotten day, eh ? Any 
telegrams ? * 

There was one to the effect that Her 
Serene Highness Princess Victoria of Hohen- 
gluckstein had been safely confined of a 
Princess, which, of course, was a great relief 
to the mind of the Colonel. 

4 We *11 drink her health,* he declared, 
with a ready appreciation of the personal 
possibilities of the news. 4 What shall it be. 
Major ? ’ 

The Major left it to him, and the Colonel 
let it be cherry brandy. Now in the club at 
St. George’s one doesn’t drink cherry brandy 
out of tiny liqueur glasses, but out of sherry 
glasses, so that the result is very comforting. 

4 1 expect,' said the Colonel, 4 it will snow 
as soon as the wind drops.’ 

The Major thought of his boots, and sighed 
a little. 

4 A biscuit with the cherry brandy, sir T ' 
suggested the barman. 

4 No, thanky,' said the Colonel cheerfully, 
conscious of grilled chicken, two poached eggs, 
and several ounces of bacon in course of 
digestion. 

The Major nearly sighed again. It was a 
disappointment: a biscuit or two would have 
carried him on till evening. Still he had 
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never counted on the biscuits, and he never 
dreamt of upbraiding Fortune for her scurvy 
trick in deciding the Colonel against them. 

That officer tossed off his cherry brandy 
at one gulp as though it were medicine; and 
the poor Major felt that he must not detain 
his host by dallying: he would have liked to 
sip it slowly, and wiredraw its comfort over a 
quarter of an hour. 

‘ Well, I was only passing. I ’ll carry on,’ 
said the Colonel, pocketing his change and 
nodding farewell. 

He turned to the door and went out, the 
Major shutting it after him. As the Colonel 
went down the hill the Major looked after him 
through the glass; but presently brought his 
eyes nearer home as a piece of white rag was 
blown across the red tiles of the porch, and 
attracted them. 

The rag caught against a pillar, and close 
to it, tilted against the pillar, as if it had 
rolled there, was a coin. 

The Major stared at it, stared with as 
much incredulous fascination as if it had 
been the Philosopher’s stone or a Medusa’s 
Head. It was indubitably a sovereign. 

‘ Hate-thirty: homlet . . . and one 
makes twenty,* gurgled the hall-porter. 

‘ Pss ! pss ! pss 1 ’ hissed the barman. 

The Major opened the door and went out. 
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letting in such a draught as he did so that 
the Princess of Hohengliickstein’s baby nearly 
blew away upstairs off the notice board, and 
the hall-porter positively rocked in the gale. 
Outside the Major paused a moment, and 
stooped to pick a hair off the ankle of his left 
trousers’ leg. When he straightened himself 
again he had the coin in his hand. 

Then he hurried after the Colonel. 

4 Colonel,’ he gasped, overtaking him, * do 
you think you’ve dropped a sovereign ? 
Perhaps you’ve a hole in your pocket, or you 
may have pulled it out with your handker¬ 
chief. I found it just after you went in the 
porch.* And he held the comfortable yellow 
coin as though for the Colonel’s identification. 
The Colonel felt in one pocket and found there 
the change he had just been given: gold he 
generally carried in the opposite pocket. As 
he felt there, he discovered that there was 
indeed a small hole, some stitches having 
given way, and one of three sovereigns that 
had been there was missing. He was just 
about to say so, when something in the haggard 
face that was watching him made him change 
his mind. 

4 1 can’t claim it,’ declared the Colonel 
stoutly. ‘ You ’re sure you didn’t lose it 
yourself ? ’ 

4 Oh, quite sure,’ retorted the Major, almost 
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blushing at the refinement of the compli¬ 
ment. ‘ I ’d better give it to the hall-porter,’ 
he added. 

* That would do,’ said the Colonel; * or if I 
were you I should give it to some poor man, 
and if any fellow mentions having lost one, 
you can pay him back out of your own money. 
1 should certainly do that if I were you, 9 

The Colonel was not a good dissembler, 
nor, for the matter of that, was the Major. 

Their eyes met, and each found himself 
guiltily unable to sustain the direct glance 
of the other. 

* No, don’t give it to the hall-porter,* con¬ 
cluded the Colonel. 

* All right,’ said the Major, and he turned 
away; but he added something else in a lower 
tone that the Colonel scarcely caught, for 
the wind was very boisterous, and the Colonel 
was a bit deaf of the left ear. It did sound 
like ‘ God bless you,’ but who can say what it 
was ? The north wind snatched the words 
from the speaker’s lips, and flung them scorn¬ 
fully away; scornfully, one must suppose, 
for assuredly the Major’s benedictions could 
have little worth. Scornfully, no doubt. For 
who in heaven would heed the bidding of such 
a one calling upon it to bless ? 

The Colonel took his way down hill into the 
town, and, for all his gouty walk and his rosy 
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nose, I think he was some sort of relation of 
the Good Samaritan. 

* Poor devil 1 * he muttered; and that, 
too, was an oddly phrased valediction. 

In the corner of the Colonel’s eye there 
was a certain bright moisture that was, no 
doubt, due to the wind—or to the cherry 
brandy. 

As for the Major, he went back to the club 
and awoke the hall-porter to pay him back 
his five and sixpence. That, he felt, was a 
luxury; the man did not in the least expect 
to be paid, and half a crown on account 
would have more than satisfied him, but 
unused as he was to luxuries the Major could 
not deny himself this one. 
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CHAPTER III 

A good deal of the afternoon was spent by the 
Major in the search for a lodging; and at 
length he found one. On payment of four 
weeks* rent in advance the landlady’s obvious 
disinclination to receive him was overcome, 
and he was allowed to instal himself. 

He had half a crown left, and that half- 
crown was the last money of which he was 
ever to have the spending. 

It lasted thirty days, one penny being 
spent in bread each day. 

On the fifth day he had a meal over and 
above the bread, and that meal also he owed 
to the kindness of the Colonel. 

4 1 *m dining here,* said the Colonel. 4 Are 
you ? * 

No, the Major was dining at home. 

4 Oh, I wish you *d send them a message 
and dine with me. I *ve a double-barrelled 
dinner ordered, for a fellow was to have dined 
with me, and now he *s sent word he can’t 
come. One can’t eat two dinners, you know; 
I wish you *d split it with me.’ 

All this was in the hall of the club, and 
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it took place about an hour before dinner¬ 
time. 

It was quite true that the Colonel had 
ordered dinner for two, but no one ever knew 
who was the guest that disappointed him, 
and no human messenger ever brought the 
message of excuse. 

The truth was that since the episode of 
the sovereign the Colonel had had the Major 
much on his mind. Charity is always called 
feminine; but it is in reality bisexual, and 
one single charity is always very liable to 
breed another. Once you have allowed the 
charity microbe to get into your system it 
propagates alarmingly. 

This little dinner-plot was intended as a 
very cautious and diplomatic way of taking 
soundings. The Colonel had not the least 
idea as to the depth of the Major’s poverty, 
but he had begun to have horrible misgivings. 

That the broken-down and seedy hanger- 
on of the club was poor, of course, every one 
knew, and any one could see for himself. But 
the look in the Major’s eyes as he held out that 
sovereign to the Colonel had let in a lurid 
light of conjecture into the latter’s estimate 
of what poverty might perhaps mean. 

Unfortunately for the Colonel’s plan, his 
intended t£te-h-t$te was a failure. Their table 
was big enough for four, and Bluff, of the 
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Fisheries Conservancy, who came in late, 
asked leave to sit with them. The Major 
was always notably silent, and no one had 
ever yet heard him talk about his own affairs 
or himself; it was quite certain the Colonel 
would discover nothing to-night. 

By ill-luck he was starting next morning 
on a tour of inspection round the other islands : 
and, as it turned out, spent a whole week at 
Prince Edward, where there was a wedding 
afoot and a masquerade ball, at which sort of 
festivities the Colonel was very great. 

At Fort Anne there was nothing to tempt 
in the way of junketing, but the Colonel took 
a chill and was laid up for another five days; 
so that it was more that three weeks after his 
dinner before he got back to St. George, and 
the shops were already full of Christmas 
cheer, and the churches full of Christmas holly. 

On the day of the Colonel’s return the 
Major crept into the club, and the hall-porter 
noted that he came much later than of old, 
and noted, too, not without some rough pity, 
how ill he looked. 

‘ He’s got his Route, I’m thinking,’ ob¬ 
served the hall-porter to the barman. 

They both thought the Major was out of 
earshot, but he turned and nodded to them. 

‘ Please God! ’ he said, and went on into 
the reading-room. 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


144 THE PUNISHMENT 

There he sat, not reading much, but 
gazing into the red heart of the fire, with that 
dull patience that was, perhaps, his worst 
misfortune. 

He felt less hungry than usual, but he 
knew that now it was not mere hunger that 
beset him, hunger is but a symptom: the 
desease was starvation. 

Would that money ever come ? He had 
got almost beyond expectation; and he who 
has lost expectancy and hope—for him the 
bitterness of death is past. 

And now he had come to ask himself a 
new question—would the Colonel come back 
to-day ? If he came back in time . . . he 
would tell him . Would he come in time ? 

Beyond the reading-room of our club at 
St. George is the little garden-hall, which is 
chiefly used as a passage between the dining¬ 
room and the kitchen hatch. One can see 
into it from the reading-room through a glass 
half-door. 

Presently the Major found that he had 
been dozing, and been roused by the passing 
of some one through the room, some one who 
had crossed the garden-hall into the dining¬ 
room, leaving the glass door a little ajar. 
The clatter of plates and knives could be heard 
as he passed into the dining-room; then the 
door into it was closed and the sounds died 
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away. The Major dosed again, and for longer 
this time. When he awoke it was a quarter 
past two, and everyone had finished luncheon. 
They were now all gone to smoke in the 
billiard- or smoking-room. 

He got up and leant with his back against 
the chimney-piece. He could see through 
the glass door into the garden-hall, and 
presently Jos£—the Portuguese, a weak-faced 
lad of nineteen—came out of the dining-room 
carrying a tray. The tray had plates on it, 
and some of these had broken food on them— 
gravy, scraps of vegetables, and on one quite 
a large piece of meat. Just as Jos4 came into 
the little hall an electric bell rang twice, 
and with an impatient toss of his head the 
lad put the tray down upon a chair and went 
through another door towards the smoking- 
room to see what was wanted. It was not 
ordinarily Josh’s business to carry drinks to 
the billiard-room, but the waiter in charge 
of that room being sick, it was natural that 
his duties should devolve on the one who 
already had most to do. 

The Major hesitated a moment or two, 
hesitated without deliberation; and then 
even hesitation dissolved into desire, and he 
hurried to the refuse food and ate it wolfishly. 
Ah, how good it tasted I the greasy, chilling 
gravy, the squashed and broken bits of cabbage 

-* ft 


Digitized by 


Gck .gle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


146 


THE PUNISHMENT 


and potato, the discarded shreds of fat and 
skin and gristle. For more than three weeks 
he had tasted only bread, soaked in warm 
water with a little salt. To him this stolen 
meal was a banquet of delicious variety and 
piquancy. 

* Oh I Oh! . . . Major! * It was Jos6 
—Jos£ returned by another way, and taking 
the Major in the rear. 

The exclamation was wholly involuntary, 
and simply of horrified, pitiful surprise. But 
to the starving wretch who heard it, it seemed 
menacing and dreadful, horrible. He turned 
guiltily, his knees shaking under him, the 
pallor of his haggard face turning yet more 
ashen, and he stammered, 4 Don’t tell, Jos£ 
. . . I couldn’t . . . couldn’t help it.’ 

4 Tell 1 * sobbed the boy. And at the 
sound of the voice the Major lifted his gaze to 
the lad’s face; it was not a noble one, nor 
beautiful, not even very clean. The features 
were vague, and the contours weak and incon¬ 
sistent; but the over-full, not very refined 
lips were trembling. Down the swarthy cheeks 
two large tears had already started, and in the 
sombre, inky eyes there shone a compassion 
that had no scorn, no criticism, no superiority, 
but unmixed, pitiful tenderness. 

4 Tell / * sobbed the lad; 4 no ! no ! no ! 
Only forgive me forseeing; I never thought... ’ 
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And he seized the shaking hand that had 
stolen the refuse food, and kissed it. 

For the last time in his life the Major 
blushed—the first time, too, for many a year. 
But the lad did not wait to see his blushes, 
even if he had been able to notice them. 

‘ Come,* he whispered, almost dragging 
the Major into the dining-room, empty of 
guests, and very full of the stale odours of 
eating. * Look ! ’ 

He almost pushed the Major into a chair 
and pointed to the plate beside it, where some 
one had left some pie-crust, to which a little 
meat adhered, and a little potato and gravy, 
now well skimmed over with fat. Jos4 longed 
to set a regular luncheon before the Major, and 
pay for it himself; but he durst not in his 
delicacy and respect. 
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CHAPTER IV 

While he ate Jos6 watched, but at such an 
hour there was no fear of anyone coming 
near the dining-room, and when the pie was 
finished he brought the Major a slice of plum 
pudding. 

Then the electric bell rang again, and they 
both left the dining-room. 

In the outer hall Sharp, of the bank, was 
standing, talking in his loud, fog-horn voice 
to the steward, while he stamped his letters. 

4 Well, Major,* he called out, 4 the com¬ 
pliments of the season—if it *s not too soon.* 
And he held out a fat silver case stuffed with 
cigars. 

4 Take two, Major! Take two l ’ he urged, 
watching the Major’s face as he spoke. And 
the steward watched too. 

Soon the Major went out, and the steward 
shook his head as he watched him down the hill. 

4 The Major *11 never pay another half- 
year’s subscription,* he said, 4 or I’m much 
mistaken.’ 

4 What is it ? ’ inquired the banker; 4 drink, 
eh?* 
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* Maybe ; but of late. . . . Well, I*ve 
begun, just these last days, to think it’s not 
that so much as-’ 

4 What ? ’ 

‘ Starvation.’ 

4 Good Gawd! ’ cried the banker, his 
jaw dropping in unfeigned horror. 4 But you 
can’t mean such a thing 1 ’ 

But it appeared the steward did mean 
it; at all events, he had begun just lately to 
have his suspicions. 

Meanwhile, the Major passed out of sight 
round the corner, and for the first time for 
many years he took the turn to the left. 

The other way led him 4 home,’ and led 
also to Union Street and Government Square ; 
the little street to the left was the nearest 
way to the Bents, Fort Caroline, and the 
sea. 

The Major had never been in the habit 
of walking on the Bents, and he could 
not have told why he went there to-day. 
Fortunately, there was no wind ; it was a dull, 
leaden day, oppressed by a sort of threatening 
silence. The sea was grey-black, and the sky 
was nearly as dark as the sea. And yet it 
was not foggy: one could see the long cliff¬ 
line of Prince Edward far away to the north, 
and the lighthouse on Fort Anne. Coming 
from the latter was a steamer, heading straight 
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for the Port of St. George. No doubt it 
was the Lady Bruce with the Colonel on 
board. 

No one knows why they are called the 
Bents; perhaps because of the sparse, dry 
grass that helps to hold the windy sand 
together. They stretch for many miles along 
the shore, and they are lonely and desolate. 
Some sentimental colonists go and walk there, 
because they say there is nothing between 
you and England—only two thousand miles 
of empty sea. But the Major had never 
before indulged this sentiment. To-day he 
too lifted his eyes and turned them eastward, 
over the grey waste; and for once a little 
sharp freshet of regret stirred the stagnant 
surface of his cold heart; yes, over there was 
England. 

As he walked along the seagulls swooped 
around, laughing shrilly. Knowing the sea 
as they do, there is always something ludicrous 
to them in the triviality of a man. 

Besides the ugly laughter of the gulls, there 
came, in rhythmic monotony, the flap of the 
sea, as it dropped, rather than broke, on the 
level shore. There was no other sound, and 
it seemed as if sea and land were death-frozen 
in a sad silence. 

But the Major did not feel sad. He was 
never introspective, and never asked inquisitive 
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questions of himself; but though ignorant 
of the reason, he felt that he was no longer 
sorrowful or unhappy. A sort of salve seemed 
to have laid itself on the whole wound of his 
misery—a salve, or perhaps it was more 
like an ansesthetic. 

Nor was he lonely. In fact, he had an odd 
sensation of having company; there was 
nothing weird or terrible about this—nothing 
very supernatural. The supernatural was, 
indeed, out of the Major’s plane. But it was 
quite certain that, while he knew he was alone, 
Some one seemed to be walking beside him, 
keeping pace with him, and, in some in¬ 
explicable way, relieving him of fatigue. 

This sensation of being accompanied did 
not leave him, even when he returned to the 
town and his lodging, but remained with him 
to the end; only, as will be noted presently, 
the delusion took visible shape at last. 

At his lodging he found a very cordial in¬ 
vitation from Mrs. Sharp, asking him to dinner 
* because it was Christmas Eve *; and while 
he was writing a reply, her messenger returned 
to know if there was any answer. 

* * * * 

About midnight the Colonel was still sitting 
with his pipe in his mouth, staring into the 
fire, and wondering what he should do for the 
Major. He was now definitely decided on 
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taking the matter in hand, and casting shyness 
to the winds. 

‘ It ’s no use letting a fellow starve out 
of delicacy for his feelings,’ he assured himself 
with belated perspicacity. 

He had only got back just in time to go to 
the club and get dinner there; he looked 
about for the Major, and not seeing him, 
inquired. 

‘ Oh,’ said the steward, 4 he *s dining with 
the Sharps. Sharp told me he was asking him.’ 

This news was some relief to the Colonel’s 
tension of responsibility. But when he got 
home about eleven o’clock, he again let his 
mind occupy itself with conjecture as to what 
had better be done; and he was still busily 
considering when his landlady came up and 
said the Portuguese waiter from the club 
wanted him. 

At any other night she would have been 
long in bed, but on Christmas Eve there 
was much to do, and she had not even finished 
her supper. 

4 1 suppose you’ve got him outside there,’ 
said the Colonel, well acquainted with the 
good lady’s expedients for saving herself 
4 journeys ’ and trouble. 4 Let him come in. 
—Well, Jos6, what on earth do you 
want ? Come to look for your Christmas 
Pox, eh ? ’ 
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But there was a peculiar look on the lad’s 
face that checked jocularity, a look that 
struck the Colonel as rather unearthly. 

‘ What is it, my boy ? ’ he asked in 
another tone, jumping up and knocking his 
pipe empty. 

The lad could scarcely speak, but the Colonel 
did manage to make out that it was the Major, 
and that he, the Colonel, was to go to him. 

* * * * 

The street where the Major lodged was a 
poor one, in a poor neighbourhood, but re¬ 
spectable enough and quiet; the house was 
shabby and externally dirty, though, as it 
proved, clean enough inside. 

On the landing outside the Major’s room 
they were met by Mrs. Jugg, the landlady, 
who was dressed like an Ottoman in flowered 
cretonne with a good deal of pattern. 

She was spherical in design, and could not 
be said to walk, but was projected through 
space by some mysterious motive force incom¬ 
prehensible to the eye ; her movement on her 
own axis being singularly free, and affording 
a good illustration of the precession of the 
Equinox. 

Jos£ passed silently into the room, Mrs. 
Jugg receiving the Colonel with the mournful 
dignity of one who felt that there would soon 
be a corpse in the house. Mrs. Jugg’s husband 
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was still extant, and her family, though 
scattered, were all alive and well. A death in 
the house was a novel distinction, and her 
head was a little turned by it. Still, she 
welcomed the Colonel without hauteur. 

4 Poor gentleman ! * she observed, 4 it’s 
very kind ’n you, sir, to come and see ’im. 
He *ve mentioned you constant through being 
light-edded, and thinks the world and all of 
you. . . .’ 

In reply to the Colonel’s queries, she in¬ 
formed him that the Major came in about 
dusk, that might be four o’clock, or perhaps 
one minute and a half after four. Mrs. Jugg 
appeared to be beset by the idea that she 
was on oath, and affected a laboriously con¬ 
scientious accuracy of detail. On getting in 
he had found an invitation to dine out, which 
he had accepted. The dinner was to be at 
half-past seven, and at twenty-nine minutes 
and a quarter after six the Major had called 
for a little hot water. 

4 . . . And I gave him three half-pints, 
sir,’ whimpered the landlady, 4 in the blue 
jug with the roses on.* 

4 Was it to drink ? * inquired the Colonel, 
misled by her emotion and the insistence on 
detail. 

4 No, sir. No. It wasn’t to drink, not 
to my knowledge. It were to shave in and 
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wash, to the best of my knowledge. I wouldn’t 
swear it, sir ; no, sir, but that *s my conviction, 
it were at the time, and it is still.* 

‘ Hadn’t we better go in ? ’ suggested the 
Colonel, with some reasonable impatience. 

* One moment—if you please, sir. Before 
you go in, it’s jew to hus, to Jugg and me, as 
you should learn azackly what perceded your 
arrival, then you can swear to what may 
follow.* 

Colonel Pontifex looked rather likely to 
swear at what was actually taking place, and 
Mrs. Jugg perhaps perceived some such symp¬ 
toms, for she did try to condense and simplify 
her style a little. 

At thirty-three minutes past seven Mrs. 
Jugg had thought it odd that the Major 
should not have started. 

4 . . . For it *s a good step to Mr. 
Sharp’s, and I knew (poor gentleman) that 
he'd never have a cab—leastways, a Nackney 
Cabrioly. So I just sent Jane Eliza to tap 
at his door and ask if he hadn’t rung, tho* 
he niver did ring for nothing, as wasn’t to 
be expected for three shillings a week and no 
attendance. But Jane Eliza come down and 
stuck to it that the Major were gone out, 
which he could easily have gone through the 
passage and us not hear him, for he walked 
that quiet. 
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* It was not till a message came from Mr. 
Sharp’s expressing his surprise, and ’opin, 
with his compliments, as the Major weren’t 
unwell, as we discovered the pore gentleman 
lying on his bed arf asleep and arf unconscious. 
... Of course, it didn’t niver occur to Jugg, 
nor yet to me, as he were really ill, but Jugg 
says, “ Drink, Selina, you depend.” “ And 
Christmas Eve,” says I, “ and not the first 
time neither.” So we just sends a verbial 
message as how the Major were indisposed 
with his compliments and those of the season, 
and Jugg said, “ Let him sleep it off,” as 
seemed (I will now allow) best to me likewise ; 
so he slept on undisturbed till eleven or nigh, 
when that Portugee from the club come to 
our front door with a basket (as you may 
see the same still, and identify it for your 
own satisfaction) full of all manner, and said 
it were for the Major, and I told him he’d 
better just carry it up and leave it at the 
door if it was as he wouldn’t take it in, for I 
was (and I won’t deny it) tying up the pudding, 
besides not being customary for me to wait 
on him, apart from me being stout, and so 
he just went up with it, and down he comes 
runnin’ agin, as white as a quilt, declaring 
the Major was dying, and up I went wi’ him, 
and dying he was and is. God forgive us all, 
for as plain as your face, sir, I sees it now, 
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he’s starved ’isself to death, all along of our 
putting it down to drink, as was—alarst I the 
character folks give him—tho* had we known, 
he should never have died for want of a mince 
pie, or a slice of pork and greens of a Christmas 
Eve, which certingly do carst a gloom, as you 
may say over the Annie Verzy. But really, sir, 
we’m not crool-hearted folks, tho* poor, and 
foarced to look arter our own, like our betters, 
and no offence to you, sir, and it do cut me 
to think of the poor gentleman starving to 
death, as you may say, in the lap of plenty . . . 
for you see, sir, as we never guessed but what 
he took all his meals up to the club and now 
that Portugee declares that never a bite or 
sup did he get there but what was gave him by 
chamst when any other gentleman thought 
fitting to invite him, and that scarcely ever, 
the lad do say. . . .’ 

Fortunately for Colonel Pontifex at this 
point, her defiance of punctuation and the 
ordinary rules of respiration told on her, and 
Mrs. Jugg broke down, and could no longer 
resist his efforts to pass her. 

The room was very small, and contained 
only a very few wretched articles of furniture. 
There was, as Mrs. Jugg pleaded apologetically, 
* no fire-grate, else she’d have soon put a 
bit of comfort like into the place.’ Certainly 
there was no comfort as it was. The bed was 
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dingy and miserable, the walls damp-stained 
and dirty; the very smell was cold and 
depressing. 

~ But the Major was past all reach of the 
squalid influences of poverty; he was in bed, 
propped up rather than lying, and his face 
already reflected the lights of a happy dawn. 
The haggard lines seemed to have been 
smoothed away, the ugly contrasts of red 
and pallor to have blent into a flush that was 
like a sleeping child’s. The dull, patient 
eyes were dull no longer, and even their 
patience was lighted up with a rising gleam 
of hope. 

The Colonel’s indignant compassion fal¬ 
tered, and he felt falling upon him the awe of 
things beyond his experience or understanding. 
Had he been a self-conscious man, he would 
have felt himself at fault whether to tune his 
mind to pity or to envy. 

Close beside the Major, half supporting 
him, sat Jos6, with no eyes for anyone else, 
and it seemed that the dying man also had 
no sense of any other presence. 

For a little while the Colonel watched them, 
and there was no sound but the periodical 
recurrence of Mrs. Jugg’s unbridled emotion. 
Neither Jos4 nor the Major seemed to hear it. 
Presently he spoke. 

4 Open it,’ he said, pointing a trembling 
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finger at the window, and the Colonel softly 
moved to carry out his wish, without the 
Major’s seeming to notice that it was not Jose 
who had done it. 

The night was chill, but scarcely more 
chill than the wretched little room, and there 
was not a breath of wind. 

* They ’re beginning,* said the Major. 4 1 
can just hear them—and ours will now 
start.* 

From over a thousand leagues of empty 
sea there came to his dying fancy the ringing 
of the Christmas bells from his own Midland 
village. 

Presently he turned and felt beneath his 
meagre pillows. 

4 She can't have forgotten,’ he said patiently. 
4 She always puts something. She never would 
forget.’ 

Jos£ slipped under the pillow a shabby 
brass crucifix. 

4 Feel again,’ he whispered, and the groping 
fingers obeyed. 

4 1 knew she would put something,’ and 
the weak fingers closed on the cross, and held 
it to the end. 

4 It *s my birthday ... as well,’ he added 
with a little smile, 4 and she always puts 
something.* 

Mrs. Jugg sobbed undisguisedly, and kindly 
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explained that he was talking, poor lamb, of his 
mother. 

* Just now,’ she affirmed, ‘ whiles the 
young man was gone for you, sir, he kept 
thinking as I were her.’ 

Somehow the Colonel experienced a diffi¬ 
culty in crediting this instance of disordered 
fancy. 

But, oddly enough, his imagination followed 
very simply the guiding of the dying words. 
It was not so impossible as you would think 
for him to see in yonder stranding wreck the 
brown-curled boy of forty years ago. 

‘ My birthday, too, and I’m thirteen,’ 
said the quiet voice, 4 and to-day I went with 
her to church.* 

4 Poor thing,’ said Mrs. Jugg officiously, 
* he kep* saying that afore, and I thought 
maybe as he’d wish to see the minister and 
take the saikryment, perhaps. But he said 
he’d rather not trouble no one; so while 
the Portugee lad was a-fetching you, sir, I 
just gave him a morsel o’ bread and a sup o* 
port wine out of my William’s prize cup, as 
just the right shape, and, of course, we don’t 
never use it. . . . He never noticed the 
the difference, bein’ wand’ring, and he took it 
as gentle, as gentle ... if it did ’n no good, it 
could do ’im no ’arm, and it pleased ’im.’ 

Then even her voice was overpowered by 


Digitized by 


Gck .gle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


THE PUNISHMENT 


161 


the great silence into which the only voice 
Josh’s ears were strained to hear was sinking. 

Raising himself the Major turned and 
looked, smilingly, in the lad’s face ; and then, 
lifting one of the lad’s hands, he scanned it 
closely. 

* Even the scar’s healed ? * he asked 
earnestly, and Jos£ uttered never a word, but 
the sob rose higher in his throat. 

‘ ’E’s light-edded,’ whispered Mrs. Jugg, 
* ’e was before. ’E took him for one-’ 

But something in the Colonel’s face, as he 
turned it to her, made her stop. 

For a minute there was such silence that 
one could here the far-off rustle of the sea. 
Then again the Major spoke, still fastening 
his eyes on Josh’s face. 

‘ Forgive ! ’ he said, ‘ the wound is healed.’ 
And lifting the lad’s hand he kissed the 
palm. 

‘ It is not my hand he kisses, really ,’ said 
the boy, his voice monotoned in passionate 
tension. ‘ He is making up his quarrel.’ 

As he spoke he did not turn his head or 
look at them. 

Then again that other patient voice shook 
on the stillness of the listening night. 

* Forgive ! * it urged, * 1 never asked till 
now . I . . . just . . . took my punishment .* 

Surely this was not Josh’s voice that 
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answered, * It is all forgiven long ago—without 
asking.* 

The voice that spoke was fearless in cer¬ 
tainty, vibrating with unfathomed tenderness, 
steady with inspired conviction. And as it 
ceased, the silence seemed to quiver with its 
reverberation. 

* * * ♦ 

Mrs. Jugg scarcely exaggerated when she 
said that ‘ the funeral subsequies were suverb.* 
And the Colonel paid for them. 

They were an offering to his own somewhat 
troubled conscience, as well as an expiatory 
sacrifice to the shade of the departed. 

It really was the most talked-of funeral 
there had been in the Islands since that of 
Sir Hercules Blundersmith; and a colony so 
seldom has the opportunity of paying its 
governor these sorts of compliments that 
naturally the opportunity had been then made 
the most of. 

The Major’s funeral was quasi-military, 
though, of course, every one’s attendance was 
voluntary; but the other elements, Navy 
and Civil Government, Public Works, Prisons 
and Fisheries, were fully represented. The 
fleet, as it happened, came in the day before, 
and the Colonel boarded every officer and 
generally obtained a promise of attendance. 

The club sent a wreath exactly like a 
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lifebuoy, and Mrs. Jugg sent one made of white 
beads very like a mat to stand a lamp upon. 
Jos 6 sent no wreath, but he asked that his little 
cross might be left in the Major’s hand and 
buried with him. 

As the Colonel had been at the whole 
expense of the funeral, the club, army and 
navy, subscribed for a gravestone; but the 
inscription had to be altered while in course 
of execution, for news came from England of 
the sudden death of the Major’s cousin. Sir 
Percy, of apoplexy, after a complimentary 
dinner at the Pork Butchers’ Company. Sir 
Percy’s death took place four-and-twenty 
hours before the Major’s, and as the Baronet 
was childless our poor friend was his heir— 
and succeeded him, though he never knew it. 

On receipt of this intelligence, several 
persons doubled their subscriptions, and a 
plinth was added to the tombstone. 
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ON KALI'S SHOULDER 


A BRIEF NOTICE OF WHAT BEFELL AT 
KATARA, IN THE DECCAN, TO 
AN OFFICER OF THE 
92nd CAVALRY. 

By JOHN AYSCOUGH, of the Same Regiment 


CHAPTER I 

It was not a swagger bungalow, but it suited 
us—Sir Benjamin and me—for it was inex¬ 
pensive, and we belonged to the Staff Corps. 
There are, of course, many officers who belong 
to the Staff Corps because they prefer it to the 
British Cavalry, the Line, the Brigade of 
Guards, or the Royal Regiment of Artillery. 
Just as there are many persons who travel 
third-class solely on account of the stuffiness 
inherent to the first-class carriages, and never 
take hansoms because they can get so much 
more fresh air on the knife-boards of omnibuses. 
But the Baronet and I do not belong to 
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that lofty class of personages. And our ad¬ 
herence to the Staff Corps is due rather to the 
dispensations of Providence than to any over¬ 
mastering preference on our parts. It may, 
perhaps, allay suspicion if I explain at once 
that the Baronet is not really in the enjoy¬ 
ment of the lowest grade of hereditary dignity 
in the British aristocracy. But his Christian 
name really was Benjamin and his surname 
Brodie, so that (in so humorous a regiment 
as ours) it will readily be understood how 
inevitable it was that he should be called after 
the great physician his namesake. 

Our bungalow looks out across the maidan 
to the Sepoy lines and the A.A.G.’s is next 
to it, so if you know anything of Katara you 
know which it is. On the side away from the 
lines the road skirts our compound —the road, 
par excellence, of Katara, leading everywhere ; 
to the church, to the gymkhana, to the race¬ 
course (where we play polo) to our mess-bunga¬ 
low, and to the bazaar. 

When we took it the bungalow had been 
empty some time. Its last occupant was 
known as Ananias, in pious reference to Acts 
v., &c., his other name being de Vesci. He 
died of abscess of the liver, and his grave is 
the one under the peepul-tree, just by the 
vestry door. Besides having liver disease 
he had, it was said, gone silly about the natives. 
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Like the late Colonel Calverly, he considered 
that they had souls, and, in his opinion, they 
were better-looking and on the whole cleaner 
than Europeans of the same class. He spent 
most of his time poking about in the half 
ruinous temples among the hills, towards 
Mahableshwar, and he knew five Mahratti 
dialects as well as I know the Royal Warrant 
for Pay and Promotion. He was as thick 
as thieves, too, with the Rajah, and often 
spent hours with him in the Palace, con¬ 
versing in Mahratti, and generally behaving in 
the most un-English manner. 

Now it may be remembered that the ancient 
kingdom of Katara had been abolished by 
Lord Dalhousie more than a quarter of a 
century, and the ‘ rajah,’ however royal he 
may be ‘ de jure,’ is nothing more than Pertab 
Singh, Esquire, ‘ de facto,’ and should be 
treated accordingly. Whereas the late Captain 
de Vesci called him 1 Rajah Sahib * to his face, 
and behaved as if the fort were still full of 
Mahratti troops, and there were no British 
cantonment by the Sepoy lines on the way to 
Towli. So Captain de Vesci died of abscess 
of the liver, and we took his bungalow. It 
contained, when we took it over, a large con¬ 
signment of white ants, and a couple of old 
elephant trunks full of papers. As the bunga¬ 
low was supposed to be fully furnished, it is 
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right to mention that we were also provided 
with a gloomy smell, like a badly aired coffin, 
which probably first put it into poor de 
Vesci’s head to die at three and thirty. 

It naturally annoyed me when the Baronet 
began to monopolise some of that attention 
that I had previously devoted to myself; it 
had not hitherto occurred to me to consider 
him of any serious consequence, and any 
significance his existence possessed seemed 
to be derived from his position in reference to 
myself. I took him for granted, as a simple 
and rather awkward providential contrivance 
for paying half my rent. It was therefore 
natural that I should feel it when he set up 
as it were for himself; and there was some¬ 
thing peculiarly irritating in his adopting that 
particular line. 

‘ Cox, my boy, are you thinking of your 
mother’s grave ? ’ 

It was not Brodie who made the inquiry, 
in a tone of cheerful banter little suited to its 
tenor, it was Snellgrove—Captain the Honble. 
Vere Street-Snellgrove, third son of the Earl 
of Marshallsea, who commanded the detach¬ 
ment of British troops; for Katara rejoices 
in the presence of three companies of the Mar¬ 
quess of Lome’s East Riding Highlanders 
(Lochaber Rangers). We were at a picnic, 
on the top of the hill called Kali’s Shoulder, as 
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one goeth by the hill road to Mahableshwar. 
The sun was announced to set in about ten 
minutes, and that’s what we were waiting for. 
Tea was over, and cheroots had begun. A 
few men were still hanging round the place 
where the food had been, as though loath to 
face the idea that there was no more vermouth 
to be got; and the ladies were being climbed 
up the rocks by the more energetic youths 
of the party. Mrs. Farmer-Copear, the doctor’s 
wife, was murmuring soft nothings to Snell- 
grove’s subaltern, one Penguin, who appeared 
much terrified by her amenities; and Snell- 
grove himself was eating a belated cake that 
had not been cleared away in time by the 
bearers. We were both lying on our stomachs 
about four feet from a sort of precipice. Over 
the brim of the precipice one could see ever 
so far away, over nullahs and low hills, to 
great towering ghauts that built themselves 
up into the sky towards Mahableshwar. To 
our left, the fort-like hills fell away down to 
the lowlands of the Konkan. 

‘ Cox, old chap, are you thinking of your 
mother’s grave ? You seem pensive.* 

‘ I was thinking at the moment of the 
Baronet; I am displeased with him.’ 

‘ It is hard doing one’s duty by one’s 
subalterns (Lord, what filthy ghee this tart 
was made with). Look ! * He jerked his head 
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towards Mrs. Farmer-Copear, who was en¬ 
deavouring to make Penguin understand that 
it was expected of him that he should haul her 
up the rocks to look at that sunset; Penguin 
was at that time a very young officer fresh 
from Europe, and not up to our simple Asiatic 
ways. He had been very well brought up, and 
thought that Mrs. Farmer-Copear meant it. 
Then he was only nine stone four and a half, 
and the prospect of dragging thirteen stone 
up filled him with dismay. 

4 What’s Sir Benjamin about ? * Snell - 
grove inquired with chastened interest. 

4 Ah, that’s it; bothered if I know 1 ’ 

I drew my cheroot from my lips and 
smothered a small beast, who had jumped into 
the neighbourhood, with the hot ashes. 

‘ I believe that bungalow is hypnotised, 
or something; why should they both go the 
same way ? Poor Ananias, I mean, and now 
Brodie.* 

‘ Cox,’ said Snellgrove, solemnly, ‘ I would 
believe a good deal out of friendship for you, 
but don’t ask me to believe that there’s any¬ 
thing the matter with Sir Benjamin’s liver! 
He’s quite the most piggishly fit chap in Asia— 
think of his breakfasts ! ’ 

4 1 *ve nothing to do with his health. If 
he had abscess of the liver I should never 
throw it in his teeth; he *s going wrong in 
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other ways.* We got up and walked off 
towards the craggy ridge, where the sunset 
was on view. 

‘ I don’t expect you to believe me,* I began; 
whereupon he frivolously interrupted me to 
remark, that that would doubtless save a good 
deal of future misunderstanding. 4 Had I 
desired you to believe me,’ I continued, 
severely, ‘ it would have been easy to invent 
some credible sort of lie, and secure your 
instant credence.’ He thanked me kindly, 
and I continued: 4 It’s been going on now 
for some weeks; it began right away, as 
the Yankees say. One day as we were in 
our bungalow alone together, and though I 
had been playing the violin for nearly three 
hours, Sir Benjamin seemed dull and short of 
a job.’ 

* Ah,* said Snellgrove, ‘ I find this story 
quite easy to believe.’ 

* Funny fellow 1 Well, as ill luck would 
have it, it suddenly came into his head to 
amuse himself by turning out an old elephant 
trunk that we had found in the bungalow, 
belonging to poor Ananias; ever since that 
he’s been going wrong.’ 

We had now reached the top of the ridge 
and the sunset was in full swing. The Asiatic 
sunset is quite different from the European 
article; it begins with a header, and the 
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patterns are much louder. At our feet the 
ghauts fell sharply down for two or three 
thousand feet, step after step till they flattened 
themselves into the narrow plain of the 
Konkan; but, of course, we could see only 
what was just beneath us—a wide gorge out 
of which the darkness was climbing quickly 
up to cover us. Over against us were higher 
ghauts, and behind them were higher ones yet, 
red ones standing round the sky in a stiff row ; 
these were, of course, artificial cloud-ghauts, 
but they seemed far more solid and well- 
made than the already mystic, glooming 
ranges at their knees. Then a line of sea- 
green sky, and a ridiculously unlikely row of 
smaller cloud-mountains with a neat straight 
line at the bottom, but very alpine tops; 
over them a yellow belt of sky, and then the 
dark blue dome. 

Only, the colours of an Indian sunset alter 
while you wait; the dye is swished on with 
swifter and swifter boldness, and ruder grada¬ 
tion, until all of a sudden the artist flings 
down his brushes, and the black night’s 
curtains are harshly dragged before the gaudy 
work, and only through its tiny rents does 
any colour show. 

‘ And now for the snakes,’ the Assistant 
Judge was saying to Miss Furllow, the Col¬ 
lector’s sister, as we came up ; the Collector’s 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


ON KALI’S SHOULDER 


175 


sister had been ten years in Asia, but she 
affected all the innocence of a new arrival. 

‘ Are there any snakes ? ’ she asked with 
well feigned surprise. The Assistant Judge 
provided her with the most alarming statistics. 
Of the eighty thousand who die annually in 
India from snake-bite, it appears that one 
fifth are residents of a fifty-mile radius whose 
centre is Katara. 

* Ah 1 but they are all natives,* replied the 
lady, with a complacency that argued a strong 
trust in Providence, and a remarkable grasp 
of the Anglo-Indian question. 

‘ Not at all. The natives in these ghauts 
hardly ever die of snake-bite; they ’re in¬ 
oculated for it when they are butchas. It *s 
the Sahib-log who never recover.* 

4 If you are really alarmed I will carry 
you,* said the lady in her slow way; she was 
annoyed with him, for she knew that he 
was trying to laugh at her. Now Miss Furllow 
was a very large make of lady and the Assistant 
Judge was a very small gentleman. So it did 
not appear that on this occasion he had got 
much out of her. 
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CHAPTER II 


It was almost dark, as dark as it meant to be 
all night, and it was time to start home. Mrs. 
Farmer-Copear had already disappeared into 
the narrow mountain road that led down to 
Katara, with Penguin as far from her as he 
could get, though nothing near so far as he 
would have liked. There were perhaps a 
score of us, two and two mostly, Noah’s Ark 
order, male and female after its kind; but 
Snellgrove and I were over, and we brought 
up the rear, a hundred yards or so behind the 
Second in Command and the Judge’s daughter. 
Some of the party had bearers with lanterns 
to go before them, but we took our chance of 
the snakes, supported by a trust in Providence 
and a calculation that any snakes we might 
tread on in the dark must be reptiles of a 
peculiar natural sweetness of disposition not 
to have bitten the natives, or the Sahib-log that 
had gone ahead of us. And now I returned 
to my parable about the Baronet. 

4 Yes, from the day that he began rummag¬ 
ing those papers he’s been on the wrong tack, 
and it’s more than I can stomach; it’s a 
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case of poor Ananias over again ; he’s as thick 
as glue with the Rajah; before he would as 
soon have thought of chumming up with his 
sweeper. And he has another native acquaint¬ 
ance too.* 

I paused to light another cheroot. We 
stood still, and the voices of those in front 
sounded strange in the utter loneliness of the 
mountain side ; to our right the ever-growing 
bulk of Kali’s Shoulder, to our left the black 
depths of the nullah, and everywhere the 
mystery of the tropic night. 

4 How do you know that he has chummed 
up with the Palace people ? ’ 

4 My dear chap, how long is it since he was 
at polo ? When was he at the Gymkhana 
last ? Where have you met him in the canton¬ 
ment lately ? He must be somewhere, where 
does he go ? Where is he to-day ? But I know 
he goes to the Palace.’ 

Down the steep hill-path we went; the 
stones we kicked aside falling suggestively 
a few hundred feet or so into the darkness. 

4 Two or three times, I tell you, I know he 
has been at the Palace. And fancy Benjamin 
learning that Hill Mahratti that Ananias went 
in for—Benjamin, if you please, who could 
never be got to pass the lower standard! 
Now he’s not in the bungalow five minutes 
before he’s poring over it—consulting his 
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own bearer, too, who is a Hill chap, about some 
phrase or idiom in the stuff. How, how can 
we expect the natives to respect us if we so 
forget ourselves ? ’ 

Snellgrove was not unmoved. 

* Does he admit his bazaari proclivities ? ’ 

‘ Devil admit 1 He used to be a sort of 
straightforward, open kind of boy. He *s 
as close as a scirocco nowadays; don’t matter 
what sudden question you let loose on him he’s 
ready for you any time.* 

‘ Don’t answer extempore, eh ? * 

* But that’s not all. Rummy things have 
taken to happening in our bungalow lately.* 
At this period the road lost itself in a model 
marsh* about half an acre scale to the mile; 
when we had found it again I continued my 
tale. 

4 Until four or five nights ago there was a 
moon. Well, on Monday night, as you may 
remember. Sir Benjamin went off directly 
after mess, saying something about having 
promised to look in at the Judge’s after dinner. 
I happened to do so myself an hour later, but 
he had not got there. They had asked him, 
but he had not turned up. About eleven I 
strolled home and found our bungalow empty ; 
he had not been there either. But then a 
rummy thing took place. I was standing in 
our verandah, and as it happened, was looking 
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out over the maidan towards the Towli road. 
The moon was pretty bright, and who should 
come walking across the open but our friend 
the Baronet, but not alone ! close behind him 
was a figure I have grown a long sight too 
familiar with of late—Kalbadevi Rao, the 
priest. Don’t you know the fellow ? a sort 
of chaplain in ordinary to the Palace, a 
Brahmin of the worst sort, half anglicised, 
and yet hating us like poison, young, as sharp 
as a needle, insinuating, yes, and very good- 
looking . . . probably knows a bit too much 
of Siva and Parwati to believe in Hinduism, 
and a great deal too much of the Sahib-log to 
believe in the imported Religion. Well, he was 
walking home with my stable-companion, if you 
please, between eleven and twelve at night.’ 

* When they got to the other side of the 
cactus-hedge, Mr. Kalbadevi Rao slipped be¬ 
hind. I saw him lay his lean fingers on each 
side of Brodie’s face for a dozen seconds or so, 
then he let off a low laugh, and disappeared. 
Me, of course, he could not see, for I was in 
the shadow of the verandah, and the bungalow 
looked empty with no light in it. They had 
been quite silent before, and had walked 
rather quick and straight on. The instant 
that young villain took his hands off Brodie’s 
face, the Baronet gave a weird howl, like a 
dog does sometimes in his sleep.' 
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* Always give mine a kick when he does.’ 

‘ And then he reeled forward, as drunk as a 
house. He came stumbling through the cactus 
hedge, and staggered across our compound 
with his legs going all ways. I tell you, Snell, 
it sickened me. The sight of a fellow who 
can’t carry his drink always seems to me pretty 
beastly, but young Benjamin was altogether 
on the other tack, as you know, and there he 
came, rolling to starboard and port, like a 
boosey sea-cook. Finally, he sprawled over, 
and I had to go and get him up. He’s a 
big chap, and it was none so easy to haul him 
in; but I did get him in, and there he lay on a 
long chair in the middle of the bungalow, his 
long legs flickering about, his face like tallow, 
and a clammy sweat all over him. I took his 
temperature—it was nearly one hundred and 
four! ’ 

‘ When he came to did he seem ashamed ? * 

4 Deadly. His eyes shifted every way 
but where they’d meet mine, and, on my 
honour, I think he wanted me to suppose it was 
drink. But there was no drink in it. You 
may jeer, but it was bedevilment . Some un¬ 
earthly rascality of that Kalbadevi.* 
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CHAPTER III 

I had no sooner got the words out of my mouth 
than a horrible nightjar flew against it; flew 
against it with such force that my lips and 
teeth were driven into each other most un¬ 
pleasantly. 

4 Hulloa 1 that’s rum, too,* I muttered, 
putting my hand up to my mouth in some 
irritation. 

We had stood still for a moment, and 
Snellgrove stooped down. From the ground 
at my feet he had picked something up. 

4 Good Lord, it’s dead,’ he said, incredu¬ 
lously, 4 and, by Jove, it was dead long before 
it hit against your face.’ 

4 Then some one flung it at my face,* I 
observed, stupidly, with a peculiar and discom¬ 
fortable rising of the skin. In the darkness 
of a moonless night, on an Indian hillside, 
with a mountain rising precipitously on one 
side, a very narrow road with an abrupt drop 
of some hundreds of feet into a pitch-dark 
nullah on the other, and an invisible eaves¬ 
dropper flinging carrion at one’s face with a 
very creditable accuracy of aim; certainly 
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the position, from the point of view of cheeri¬ 
ness, left a good deal to be desired. We walked 
on in meditative silence for half a mile or so ; 
then I began again : 

‘ There is another rummy circumstance 
in connexion with our bungalow.’ 

‘ Ah, but don’t you think the rumminess 
of recent events is enough for the moment ? ’ 
But, as I knew that I should go on thinking 
about it, and it seemed more sociable to think 
aloud, I did not yield to this weakness on his 
part. 

4 It was last night, the other rum business 
—you know I paint, of course ? * 

‘ On my honour I never guessed it. With 

a complexion like yours, surely-* 

‘ May I—in your own best interests, 
may I beg you not to be funny, Snellgrove ? 
Suffice it to say I do paint. Were it not for 
my devotion to the violin I should probably 
paint rather unusually well.’ 

My unworthy friend betrayed an uncalled 
for eagerness to encourage me to a greater 
attention to the less audible muse; but such 
paltry wit was beneath my notice. 

4 Last night,* I continued, 4 1 got back to 
our bungalow an hour or so earlier than usual, 
for I had some company accounts to finish; 
and I went in through my own bedroom, on 
the mess side of the bungalow, stopped to 
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put on a pair of slippers in my own room, and 
then went through Brodie’s to the large room 
where we generally sit. In the middle of it 
was our friend painting industriously! ’ 

Snellgrove was too ignorant to be suffi¬ 
ciently impressed. 

‘ But he can't paint, you know! And he 
was painting by lamplight. Painting a regular 
picture. I stood still to watch him. Where 
I was it was quite dark, except for one stream 
of light that came through the curtain. The 
light of the lamp fell full on the picture he was 
painting, and I could see he must have been 
painting some time, though I never saw any¬ 
thing like the speed and decision with which 
he clapped on the colours. But his face was 
a good deal more surprising than the picture; 
his eyes seemed to blaze as if his insides were 
on fire, and the flame came out through 
them-’ 

‘ Is your bungalow insured ? * inquired 
Snellgrove, with pitiable frivolity. 

‘ His cheeks were ash-coloured, and his 
lips were drawn back, his whole appearance 
was as if he were horribly ill. He never 
looked round, or moved his eyes from his 
painting—it was like a task that he had 
to do. A nasty mean feeling of secrecy and 
stealth came over me, and I was just going 
on into the room, when something else caught 
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my attention, and made me stay where I was. 
I heard something fall, and looking to where 
the sound was, I saw Kalbadevi leaning in 
through the window and watching poor Ben¬ 
jamin like a hawk. He devoured the picture 
with his eyes, as if he were learning it by 
heart.* 

‘ What was the picture ? * 

* Well, it was a sort of valley—just 
like one of these, but not one that I know, and 
it was full of ruined temples. Anyway, it 
seemed to interest the Brahmin most wonder¬ 
fully—he could not look hard enough at it. 
But presently there was an interruption; 
some fellows were coining down the road, and 
there was the click of our compound gate as 
if they were coming in. Before I knew what 
he was going to do, the Brahmin was in the 
room by Brodie’s side and out again; the 
picture had disappeared, and with it the 
priest. Brodie was standing up with his 
hands to his head, his teeth chattering, and 
his forehead wet with sweat. He reeled about, 
and again you would have sworn that he was 
drunk, for a minute or two ; then he staggered 
to the sofa and lay down, shivering horribly, 
and for five minutes seemed quite unable to 
speak.’ 

4 Have you any theory about it all ? * 

4 None whatever, except that Kalbadevi 
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Rao is at the bottom of it somehow. What 
his game is I’ve no idea.* 

The hill-path comes out on the road close 
to the bridge, as every one knows who knows 
Katara, and the carriages were all there 
waiting for us, the white dresses of the syces 
showing clearly enough through the darkness. 
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CHAPTER IV 

That night I was dining with the Farmer- 
Copears, and it was quite a surprise to find 
Brodie there when I walked in rather late. 
There was nothing otherwise to call for 
remark in the party; the company was 
stereotyped, the food sealed pattern, and 
the conversation traditional. Snellgrove and 
I left together, and as it happened, walked 
home; so did the Baronet. When we started 
he was just ahead, but at the Residency* 
gate we delayed a minute to say good-night 
to the Furllows, and he was nearly out 
of sight when we went on again, but not 
quite. There was no moon, but bright star¬ 
light, and his black figure showed out on the 
white road. We could hear him whistling; 
and East and West seemed met together in 
the panting silence of the tropic night and 
the transatlantic cadences of the Bogie Man. 

In the middle of a bar the whistling 
ceased, and at the same time his stalwart 
figure, looming in its evening blackness, was 

* Sinoe the abolition of the native Raj there iis no Resident; 
bat the_Collector’s house is called by the old name still. 
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swallowed up in the broader blackness of a 
grove of banyan trees. If you know Katara, 
you will know the precise spot—a couple of 
hundred yards past the Residency, where the 
road dips down, and to the left there is a well 
where the bheesties come and fill their skins. 
Most of the magnificent banyan trees are on 
the left also, but there are enough on the other 
side to make the road here a tunnel of black¬ 
ness by night. 

That we should see Brodie no more was 
therefore natural, and it was not for us to 
complain if he had stopped his whistling. 
Perhaps he had stuck a cheroot in his mouth, 
and we should presently see him light it. 
But we did not, and now the shadow was 
swallowing us also. To tell the truth, neither 
of us were giving a thought to the Baronet. 
Mrs. Farmer-Copear had worn a new gown, 
putatively imported, but we did not credit it. 

‘ No I durzi-made, my boy, in the back 
verandah, from a fashion plate and paper 
pattern. Did that wavy seam ever come 
through the canal-’ 

At that moment we stopped dead, and I 
pointed under the banyans to the right, where 
a gentle slope led up to an isolated and irre¬ 
levant temple, up which slope a white figure 
flitted silently. 

* Kalbadevi Rao, J bet you ten rupees,’ I 
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whispered ; 4 and Brodie with him ! Come 
and see if it is not.’ 

The temple was not lighted up for any 
midnight ritual. The real priest of it was a 
very old Brahmin, who would be extremely 
unlikely to come there for fun in the middle 
of the night, and there was a suggestion of 
something youthful about that flitting figure. 
Under the trees we slipped, and over the dry 
dewless grass. We flung away our cheroots 
and were silent as we went. Close to the 
temple is a low wall, shaded by trees at either 
end, and into that shadow we passed with a 
sneaky sense of stealth. In front of the temple 
door there is a break in the wall, the temple 
itself stands raised on a low mound, presenting 
a blank wall on three sides, pierced with doors 
and windows on the third. The temple is very 
small, not more than twenty feet square, 
with a heavy minar in rear, decorated, as 
usual, with niches and carvings of Hindu 
deities of great franchise d* allure, Very black 
against the sky was the solid bulk of the temple; 
but blacker yet the three gaps of door and 
windows, until a pale glimmer flickered through 
them as of the collected light of ten thousand 
fire-flies. This weak glimmer strengthened 
till it grew into a faint and ghostly lime-light, 
though whether it came from lamp or candle 
we could not tell. Itjshone from behind the 
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dark-blue image of the god Vishnu, whose 
portentous shadow it threw forward on two 
figures of flesh and blood; one a youthful, 
slender form in flowing white, the other, 
taller by the shoulders and upwards, incon¬ 
gruously western, absurdly modern in its 
evening black. 

They were speaking, but in tones much 
too low for anything but the faintest murmurs 
to reach us. Presently the light faded out, 
and we waited, expecting that they would 
come out of the temple and probably separate. 
But no one came, and we stole out of our 
ambush and walked up the knoll of the 
temple. There was no one in it; it was so 
small that the light of one match enabled us 
to see that. Behind the image the floor was 
stained as by some heap of charcoal that had 
been burned upon it—a charcoal steeped in 
some essence unknown to us. A very heavy 
and peculiar odour pervaded the place, and 
it was full of smoke that affected the lungs 
powerfully—in the same way that ether does. 
There was certainly no door but the one in 
front through which we had entered. How had 
the two come out, with that light behind them, 
without our seeing them ? Just outside we 
picked up Brodie’s handkerchief, a silk one 
that had not been used or unfolded, and 
which he had probably slipped up his sleeve 
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(as one is apt to do, forgetting that one has 
pockets in mufti) and dropped without know¬ 
ing. But Brodie had vanished as completely 
as if the ground had opened and swallowed 
him. Had it ? 
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CHAPTER V 


‘ Odd, eh ? * 

4 Very odd I ’ (Snellgrove had his own way 
of spelling 4 very,’ with a d at each end, and 
a dash in the middle). We turned homeward, 
down the slope of the hill, behind the temple. 

4 What is in it ? * 

4 The devil,’ I answered, without hesitation. 

4 If it was only the devil I should not mind 
so much, it’s the Brahmin that I can’t keep 
on my stomach.’ Captain Snellgrove had an 
idea that the devil, with all his faults, was not 
a native. 

We cut across the maidan and entered 
my bungalow from the back, through the 
compound. We had, neither of us, of course, 
the least expectation of finding Brodie there; 
still, the fact that we did not seemed to accen¬ 
tuate his disappearance somehow. 

4 All the mischief came out of this,* I said, 
giving an ill-natured kick to the old elephant- 
trunk in which the Baronet had been rummaging 
on the afternoon whence I dated the change 
in him. 

* Let *s investigate.* 
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To my surprise the trunk was locked. 

‘ He must have locked it, and why ? The 
trunk is mine, if it’s anybody’s, and certainly 
there’s nothing of his in it.’ 

We decided to open it, and after trying a 
dozen little keys found one that unlocked it. 
It had, I knew, contained a number of papers, 
receipted mess-bills, chits from durzis, dhobis, 
&c., some band programmes, and a quantity 
of exercise books full of Mahratti sentences. 
It was plain that all these had been sorted, the 
exercise books had what seemed to be plans and 
road maps interleaved, marginal notes had 
been added in Brodie’s handwriting, but in the 
Mahratti character, and there were also a few 
rough sketches. 

* And now what’s your idea ? ’ 

‘ My idea is that these are all plans of Hindu 
temples, but where, or what *s the good of 
them, I can’t tell.’ 

I got up and began to tune my violin. 

4 Have you ever heard that there are secret 
passages from the fort to Towli, and from both 
to the ruined temples in the hills towards 
Mahableshwar ? ’ 

Yes, he had heard it; but the same sort of 
thing was said of every native fort and set of 
temples in India. 

4 Well, perhaps Brodie and that Brahmin 
disappeared into a secret passage from that 


Digitized by 


Gck .gle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


ON KALI’S SHOULDER 


198 


temple just now. But whether they have 
gone to the fort, or to the hills, or to Towli, 
or to the devil, I can’t guess.’ 

‘ They all lead the same road,’ said Snell- 
grove. ‘ But what have they gone for ? ’ 

4 Well.* I was seated on the table, 
and as Snellgrove courteously put it, making 
night hideous with my violin. He was still 
turning over the papers, rather carelessly, 
when a quick hard footstep sounded on the 
floor, and Brodie himself stood over against 
us. 

4 May I ask what you are doing with that 
trunk ? ’ 

4 That depends. Is it yours ? * The Baro¬ 
net’s big blue eyes glittered angrily, as he 
asked his question; Snellgrove’s small dark 
ones by no means fell before them as he 
answered it. The Scotsman turned fiercely 
to me. 4 1 must say, Ayscough, I should hardly 
have thought you would have allowed anyone 
to interfere with my private papers in my 
absence and in your presence.* 

4 To tell the truth, I opened the trunk 
myself. I could not see why it should have 
been locked. I had no reason to expect that 
I should find anything of yours in it. But I 
may say that I now connect it somehow with 
your extraordinary conduct of late.’ 

4 My conduct ? * he said rather weakly. 
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194 ON KALI’S SHOULDER 

‘ Yes, your rather rum conduct of late. 
To-night, for instance.* 

I was still seated on the table, and still 
nursed my fiddle. He looked down on me 
with an odd expression; for the life of me I 
could not make it out. 

‘ To-night ? * he echoed, a very slight 
flush rising about the region of his cheek¬ 
bones. 

* Yes, what happened to you after we left 
the doctor’s, on the road by the Residency ? ’ 
The flush deepened, and yet his expression 
was no easier to understand. He was cer¬ 
tainly ashamed, but there was something 
more than that. 

‘ If you and Snellgrove think I am either 
going to account for or discuss my private 
affairs with you, I can only say you are mis¬ 
taken. Good-night, gentlemen, I am off to 
bed, and will leave you to the consideration 
of your next move.* 
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CHAPTER VI 

For some days nothing peculiar, so far as I 
know, occurred at Katara. Brodie was either 
more cautious, or he had really cooled in his 
palatial and brahminical intimacies; he was 
seen more in the cantonment, but his manner 
displayed an intense and bitter resentment 
against myself, and our intercourse was chilly 
and constrained. It was nearly a week after 
the dinner-party at the Farmer-Copears’ be¬ 
fore I left my carte-de-digestion, and when 
I did it was darwasaband as regards the 
lady. But the doctor-sahib was in, and made 
me go in for a cheroot and a peg. 

‘ Look here, Ayscough, it’s on my mind 
to ask you something,’ he said presently. 
He seemed rather shamedfaced about it, and 
explained that it might appear unprofessional 
to do what he was going to, but he had looked 
at it in all ways, and was sure it was the 
best way to be of use to the chap himself. 

‘ You ’re going to talk about the Baronet ? ’ 
He nodded. ‘ You see, Ayscough, I know 
you *ve been deuced good to the boy, es¬ 
pecially when he was down with enteric 
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(and those monstrous big fellows always 
seem to get things worst), and the other 
night I twigged by your face that you knew 
something was up there. The whole station 
will twig it soon, unless there’s an altera¬ 
tion. Do you mind telling me what you 
know ? ’ 

When I had told him he shook his curly 
little head. 

4 Worse, by Jove, than I thought,’ he 
muttered, absently looking out along the 
road to Towli. 4 Would you believe it if I 
told you, he himself is quite in the dark about 
all this ? He knows nothing of the picture 
you saw him paint, I ’ll bet anything. I 
know he is utterly unaware of any visit to 
Vishnu’s temple the other night; he thinks 
he had a fit; he thinks it’s epilepsy or 
catalepsy.* 

4 He has consulted you about it ? ’ 

4 Yes, he says all he knows is that large 
gaps occur in his memory of late. He declares 
that periods, sometimes of many hours, are 
missing out of his life, so that he can’t in the 
least account for them; when the gap has 
been long he finds himself dog-tired after it, 
sometimes he feels as if he were coming to 
after a drinking bout. And,’ concluded the 
little doctor pityingly, 4 he thinks it’s cata¬ 
lepsy.’ 
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‘ Have you any idea what it is, if it isn’t 
catalepsy ? ’ 

‘ I know very well what it is,’ replied 
the little man, with some complacence. 
‘ You ’ve heard of hypnotism ? ’ 

* Mostly bunkum, isn’t it ? ’ 

4 There *s a lot of bunkum about most 
things, theology and medicine included. And 
the public always like the bunkum best, so 
we hear most of it. But there’s a deuced 
solid residuum at the bottom of hypnotism. 
The parsons call it devilment; some call it 
animal magnetism. But there it sticks. . . . 
It’s rather a new notion in Europe, but 
it’s a deadly old one here.’ 

* Cheel 1 cheel! ’ screamed the brown 

kites outside; 4 Cheel! cheel! ’ as they 

wheeled through the utterly dry, utterly 
clear and living air. It was rather pleasant 
in the verandah, with one’s legs high up on 
the arms of the long chair, one’s peg at hand, 
and the cheroot (excellent at 25 rupees per 
thousand) between one’s lips. The shadow 
of the great cork tree lay cool around, its fallen 
tassels of fragrant snow whitening the ground. 
I settled myself luxuriously in my chair, and 
prepared to be interested. 

4 And you think this is hypnotism ? ’ 

He nodded. 4 What you tell me makes it 
almost a certainty. But that does not lead 
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us near the bottom of the business. Why 
should Kalbadevi Rao suddenly want to 
hocuspocus Brodie ? And how does he work 
it?’ 

‘ Well, you ’re not to suppose they all go 
the same road to work; and no doubt these 
orientals have very patent methods of their 
own. My own belief is the hypnotism isn’t 
given neat. When Kalbadevi Rao puts his 
hands to Brodie’s face, you bet, there’s 
something druggy on his hands. The peculiar 
powder wasn’t burned to give light in Vishnu’s 
temple. It was to assist the hypnotic sug¬ 
gestion. But, the primary mystery of all, 
and to my mind the biggest, is what first put 
Brodie in touch with the Brahmin and the 
Palace. What made them want him ? * 

‘ I am certain these was nothing before 
that rummaging in poor de Vesci’s elephant- 
trunk.* 

* De Vesci was often delirious before he 
left,’ said the doctor, ‘ and of course, I often 
heard him. But he did not generally say 
much to notice. One night, I do remember, 
he bothered a lot about Kali’s shoulder, and 
he went on about the pearl on it—I say, 
Ayscough, I think we might overhaul those 
papers of his.’ 

I reminded him of the fate that had over¬ 
taken Snellgrove and myself. 
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* Never mind. It’s about the only clue 
we’ve got, and it may put us in the way of 
stopping the lad from going to the bad alto¬ 
gether. I know Old Mahratti pretty well . . . 
are you dining at the Colonel’s to-night ? ’ 

4 No, but Brodie is.’ 

4 And we are. A hospital orderly shall 
come for me, halfway through dinner, and 
I’ll come round to your bungalow on my way.* 
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CHAPTER VII 


It was distinctly a plot; but it seemed the 
only thing to do, and we did it. At first, 
however, with no result; the trunk had been 
emptied of all its contents. It was a sell, 
the doctor said, but rather strong negative 
evidence. 

‘ But didn’t you say there were two trunks ; 
anything in the other ? ’ 

The other had been put into my bedroom; 
it was a goodish old trunk, and my bearer had 
put some of my kit into it. This we removed, 
and under it found much the same kind of 
litter as had been in the one now emptied; 
a few old Pioneers, honorary member cards, a 
G.I.P. railway guide, a B.B. & C.I. ditto, a 
Southern Mahratta ditto, and a few very 
crude sketches. On the backs of some papers 
were plans, lettered with brief explanations 
and references. The doctor, who had been 
many years in Katara, said the sketches were 
all of places in the hills towards Mahableshwar, 
and taken in the right order made a sort of 
road map; there were eleven of them, and 

each bore, he said, the name of one of the 
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months in the old Mahratti calendar. Now 
there was nothing in the pictures to make 
these month-titles appropriate; and the 
twelfth month was missing. The most elab¬ 
orate of the plans, however, had the name of 
that month inscribed upon it. It was drawn 
to scale, and in the centre was an oval design 
like an egg. 

‘ Here’s a sum for you,’ I said, chucking 
him a band programme with a sort of simple 
proportion sum on the back of it. ‘ Mountain 
of Snow—say £50,000, 200 carats; Kali’s 
Tear—£180,000, 700 carats.’ 

4 Well,’ said the doctor, * the biggest pearl 
in the world is called the Mountain of Snow, 
it belongs to the Nawab of Cuddlepore. But 
poor de Vesci was quite wrong in his calcula¬ 
tion ; if a pearl of two hundred carats is 
worth £50,000, one of seven hundred would 
be worth far more than £180,000. I never 
heard of one called Kali’s Tear, but there may 
be one, and de Vesci may have got a clue to 
its whereabouts.’ 

‘ Somewhere on Kali’s Shoulder ? ’ 
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CHAPTER VIII 

4 Anyone seen the Baronet ? The Adjutant 
wants him.’ 

Coming out of the Mess I met Snellgrove 
and Farmer-Copear; they had not seen him 
since tiffin; but Major Booser had seen him 
4 legging it * in the direction of the road to the 
hills. The doctor suggested that we should 
go after him, with the aid of those sketches. 
Snellgrove thought he would come too, and 
off we went, driving as far as the bridge 
in my cart, and then taking to our feet 
and the mountain path up Kali’s Shoulder. 

4 She seems to have been a bad ’un,* 
observed Snellgrove, 4 this Kali, and well- 
known to the police, I should think; she 
had such a lot of aliases, Parwati, Devi, 
Kali, &c.’ 

4 She has more temples than any of the 
three hundred million gods, more than all the 
rest have put together,* said the doctor. 
4 By the way,’ he continued, 4 there was a pearl 
called Kali’s Tear, though no one has known 
for years where it has gone ; read that.* He 

handed me a sheet of paper on which he had 
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written a lengthy translated extract from 
‘ The Bride of Siva.’ 

I read it as we climbed higher and higher 
up the hill-path, with the shadow of the great 
mountain lying over us, and falling far down 
beneath us towards the plain—where Katara 
lay laughing in the light. 

‘ It fell on a day,’ said the legend, ‘ that 
the god Siva slept, and while he slumbered, 
the Lady Parwati came walking through the 
ghauts, laughing as she went. And she thought 
of god Ganesh her son, whose four hands hold 
the corners of the world, whose head is an ele¬ 
phant’s, and who is a most wise god (watching 
the portals of the earth). She laughed to think 
how she had gotten him, by her own desire (the 
god Siva not knowing of it); and how, seeing 
him, he had been angered, so that the destroyer 
had stamped, in his anger (that the Khutub 
had waved, like a reed when the Wind-god 
breathes on it by the banks of holy Jamna, 
and Kinchin Jingal shook the white hairs from 
his head in Himilyan). But loudest of all 
laughed Kali to think how she had wept, and 
how Siva had ceased (seeing her tears) from 
his anger, and become gentle. “ The tears 
of a woman are like fire,” she laughed (as she 
came dancing through the mountains), “but 
the tears of a goddess are as the lightning.” 
Louder and louder laughed the queen Devi, 
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so that the people said it thundered; but the 
priests (where the Jena and Krishna meet at 
Towli) knew it was Kali, and flung flowers 
before her face, in the great red temple that 
the Rani built, on the river-ghauts . . . and 
the holy monkeys (that are Vishnu’s) 
chattered together, as they played in the 
peepul trees growing in the court of the 
temple . . . then of a sudden woke Siva, 
whom the laughter of Kali awakened, as 
she danced on the ghauts where the Deccan 
goes down by steps to the Konkan; and in 
his rage he followed, and with his scourge 
he chastised her, that she wept (as the rain 
weeps when the monsoon breaks in the 
mountains); and her tears fell among the 
hills, and rolled into the nallas, but her tears 
were pearls (like eggs of the peafowl), and at 
sight of them the lord Siva ceased from his 
fury . . . but the pearls were lost in the deep 
nallas—save one that the King had in Katara, 
that the Peishwa gave him (who dwells in the 
Palace-Temple on the hill at Parwati, over 
against Kirki, by Puna). This the Rajah 
gave to the Rani Saraswati, who built the red 
temple at Towli, on the river-ghaut.’ 
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CHAPTER IX 

‘ I expect,* said the doctor, * the pearl was 
hidden away somewhere when Lord Dalhousie 
annexed the Raj. Or perhaps Appa left it 
to the Brahmins. Here we branch off,’ he 
added, examining one of the sketches. 

The road was carried by a narrow bridge 
over a little nullah that came steeply down from 
the left. The path was by no means apparent; 
nevertheless it had in some places, where it 
was soft and damp, recent footprints, and 
some of these were unmistakably a sahib’s. 
Presently the road divided. 

‘ This is the way,’ said the doctor, 4 you 
may be sure of it, by the direction in which 
the ridiculous bird in the picture is flying.’ 

So by many twists across open spurs of 
the mountain, down very rugged nullahs, 
up others, until we came to a kind of 
amphitheatre in the heart of the hills. High 
overhead towered the monstrous bulk of Kali’s 
Shoulder, really like a woman’s shoulder 
from here. 

c And this is Kali’slap,’ said the doctor calmly, 

4 Tst, lie down, you chaps, and look over there.’ 
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We peered stealthily out across the valley 
whither he pointed. There was Brodie clamber¬ 
ing up the steep hillside, holding often by 
his hands, and close at his heels was the Brah¬ 
min, Kalbadevi Rao. For some time we 
watched them in silence; the awful, ancient 
silence of those weird Deccany hills. The 
place was full of temples, all ruined and 
standing round on spurs of the hills, like aged 
sentinels; the approach to each, on the 
valley side, was almost precipitous, and 
their rocky bases were screened with shrubs. 
Great heaven 1 what orgies these blind moun¬ 
tains have seen in their time; what revel¬ 
ries of Devi and Siva and Gunputty have 
re-echoed in these sounding hollows of the 
hills ! And now the long silences are for¬ 
ever unbroken, save by the breaking of 
the monsoon, the hissing rain, and rattling 
thunder. 

‘ Look! * 

We did as the doctor told us. Brodie, 
by a most difficult ascent, had reached the 
plateau of one of the temples, the most ruinous, 
the least important looking; and by his side 
stood the Brahmin. There was something 
odd in their relative positions, something that 
seemed to suggest that the Englishman was 
unaware of the other’s presence, and yet they 
were not a yard apart. Thus they stood for 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


ON KALI’S SHOULDER 


207 


perhaps a minute, then into the gloom of the 
temple they disappeared together. 

‘ Good Lord ! what time we ’ve wasted,’ 
cried the doctor, 4 it will take us all of half an 
hour to get there, and God knows what mis¬ 
chief that young scamp may do in that time.* 
When he spoke of a young scamp, we both 
knew that the doctor did not allude to Brodie. 

It took us half an hour and more to get to 
the temple ; down to the bottom of the valley 
and up that crumbling steep; and now we 
too had gained the worn and ruined terrace 
in front of the temple into which they had 
vanished. It was deadly still; no silvery 
squirrels frisked about the court, or peeped 
at us from the carvings of the pagoda; no 
monkeys chattered in the naked branches 
of the huge dead peepul tree, that cast no 
pleasant shadow now. 

The temple was larger than it looked, for 
it was tunnelled back into the hillside and 
consisted of several chambers, of lessening 
size, each one raised above the one in front of 
it. In the foremost of these stood, under a 
howdah, the great scarlet image of Kali, 
girded with skulls, and practising, as it seemed, 
an antique pas-de-quatre. Even this foremost 
court was far from light; to the others could 
penetrate only such feeble glimmerings of 
the day as found their way through the narrow 


Di^iTfrFTby 


Gck .gle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


208 ON KALI’S SHOULDER 

door that joined each one to the chamber 
behind it. And these were left and right 
alternately, as if with the express purpose 
of securing darkness without shutting out 
the outer air; or, perhaps, of preventing the 
egress of any light by night from the pene¬ 
tralia of the temple. The floors were deep 
in sand, of which we were glad, as it enabled 
us to move in perfect silence. The doctor 
led the way, I followed, Snellgrove bringing 
up the rear; and so out of the broad light 
of afternoon we passed into the ever-deepening 
gloom that fitly surrounded the shrine of the 
foul and cruel Kali. 
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CHAPTER X 

We had passed through four rooms, and 
mounted four flights of steps; on entering 
the fifth, we were met by a strip of pale and 
rosy light shining through the door of the 
innermost chamber of all. To this we crept 
with noiseless step and inward wonderment 
as to what we should see. Our surprise 
was considerable that we saw neither Brodie 
nor the priest; only another sanctuary like 
the rest, but large and in its way magnificent. 
The walls were richly carved, though, as usual, 
the subjects were often horribly obscene, 
and the roof was gaudily painted; but the 
principal object was an image of the goddess 
Devi, enclosed within gilded gates of trellis 
work, with smaller statues of Siva and Ganesh 
to right and left. All this was visible by the 
light of a hanging lamp, that burned with a 
ruddy gleam and a heavily aromatic odour. 
Where were Brodie and Kalbadevi Rao ? In 
that chamber was absolutely nowhere in which 
they could be hidden. The floor was quite 
bare save for sand and dust; there were no 
projections behind which they could stand in 
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shadow, and the space within the gates was 
not more than four feet—through it our view 
of the shrine was quite unobstructed. Possibly 
from one of the rooms through which we had 
come there had opened some passage, un¬ 
noticed by us in our haste and the bewildering 
darkness. We turned to retrace our steps, 
and had crossed the next apartment, when the 
pale light failed, we drew back instinctively 
into a corner, and a few moments later a soft 
footfall, quick and light, passed us in the 
darkness. Even on that silent sand-strewn 
floor we could be certain of two things, that 
there was only one man, and that this was the 
tread of a much lighter, smaller man than 
Brodie. 

* You two go in there again and search 
for Brodie, I ’ll be after the Brahmin,’ 
whispered the doctor. ‘ You can strike 
matches now, and perhaps you can light that 
lamp again.’ 

After the Hindu the little man hastened 
eagerly; while we, with an eerie feeling of 
mystery, obeyed him, going back to search 
for any trace of Brodie. We found it easy 
enough to relight the red lamp that was still 
swinging to and fro, and was still hot. Then 
once again we looked round. There was 
certainly only one door—that by which we 
had just returned. We opened the gates into 
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the shrine, but found that the three images 
were built against the wall; there was no 
passage behind them. In trying to discover 
some door or passage behind them, I noticed 
that on Kali’s shoulder was a sort of knob or 
wart of gold, not bigger than a pea, but quite 
bright, as if with friction. I took hold of it, 
and it came out in my hand—it was a sort of 
rod with a large head. 

* Hulloa I ’ As I removed the knob a 
chain with a hooked handle fell from the roof 
on to Snellgrove’s head. He raised his hand 
and pulled at the ring but nothing happened. 

4 Move on one side and then pull.’ 

He did so, and I helped; as we put all our 
weight on it slowly and silently a trap-door 
rose from the marble floor straight before the 
image of the goddess. We propped it up 
carefully, and looked down—a narrow but 
still perfect flight of steps led down into the 
darkness. 

* Brodie’s down there somewhere, come on.’ 
At the bottom we found ourselves in a room, 
the counterpart of that above. And here, too, 
was an image of Kali in a shrine; but it was 
very old, rudely carven of red stone, without 
ornament or gem; no lamp burned before 
her, the open shrine gates were of wood, rotten 
with age; all seemed dishonoured and for¬ 
gotten. No jewel burned in her ear, the 
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caste-marks on her brow were of common 
paint, only from her neck hung an iron chain 
supporting an oval pendant. The pendant 
was meant to shut together, and would have 
held an oval object of the size, perhaps, of a 
turkey’s egg—but it hung open now and empty. 
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CHAPTER XI 

On his face before that grisly divinity lay 
Brodie, stirring neither hand nor foot. There 
was no sign of any violence about him, but 
when we examined him we could not doubt 
that he was dead. Already the death-sweat 
lay on his brow, and his flesh had the wax-like 
hue of death. Though the * rigor-mortis * 
was not there yet, there was no suggestion of 
life in the laxity of those long and—an hour 
ago—so stalwart limbs. 

4 We ’d better go after the doctor; if he 
is alive still the doctor will be able to do more 
for him than we can.’ 

4 Yes, but I don’t fancy leaving him here 
all alone; I *11 stop if you like.’ 

So I heard Snellgrove go, and my dead 
chum and I were left alone in the darkness. 
Now and then I struck a match, but they 
lasted such a short time that I gave it up after 
ten minutes or so. 

Snellgrove had not taken long regaining the 
outer air, and he soon caught sight of the 
white garments of the priest, high up the 

hillside, near the foot of an old quarry, whence, 
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no doubt, the materials for the temples had 
been brought. Clambering after him, gaining 
on him minute by minute, was the doctor, half 
hidden, sometimes altogether hidden, by the 
scrub with which the hillside was covered. 
Snellgrove started on his own way after them, 
and for some time found his attention pretty 
well taken up by the exertion of climbing; 
then he paused to take breath and look at 
the way before him, and so doing glanced 
upward to see how much the doctor had 
diminished the distance between himself and 
the Brahmin. The Hindu had gained the 
summit of the old quarry, and by a rough 
natural stairway on the face of it, the active 
little Briton was following him. It seemed 
to Snellgrove that the native had now for the 
first time discovered that he was being pur¬ 
sued, and at this moment an idea occurred 
to him. He was standing close to the edge 
of the quarry and pushing with all his might 
at a huge loose mass of stone poised on its 
very brink, that, if it fell, would both destroy 
the topmost stages of the path beneath, 
and hurl the doctor to the bottom, if he 
should have got high enough to be in its 
course. 

‘ Oh, for a rifle in my hands,’ muttered 
Snellgrove, between his teeth ; ‘ there *d be 
one more devil in his right place before thirty 
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seconds. I wonder if the doctor twigs what 
that brown brute’s after ? ’ 

He whooped his loudest, and the doctor 
turned to look down at him. He waved his 
hand, and Snellgrove pointed to the Hindu; 
but, as it happened, the native was out of the 
doctor’s sight. 

The priest laughed loud and long; and 
over the edge of the quarry the great stones 
came tumbling down, but not alone. Under 
the Brahmin’s feet the earth and slag loosened, 
and, with a horrid clatter, went rumbling 
down into the depths. In one wild shriek 
his laughter ended, and the mountain-gorges 
had not ceased the echoes of his mirth before 
they were merged in the death-cry that ended 
them. 

To the little doctor it seemed that the 
whole mountain was falling on him, but in 
reality he was sheltered by the overhanging 
brow of rock that had prevented his seeing 
what Kalbadevi Rao was attempting; and 
except that he was nearly blinded by falling 
dust and sand, he took no great hurt. The 
upward way was gone, however, and he had 
to begin a downward climb, far more trying. 
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CHAPTER XII 

‘ Dead ? No more dead than you are,’ said 
the doctor; * though he never would have 
awakened had we not found him.’ 

‘ If we had not, that perhaps would have 
been just as well,* observed Snellgrove. 

We had carried Brodie up and laid him on 
the terrace in the open air. The sun was 
setting behind Kali’s Shoulder, and its shadow 
lay dark and sombre across the valley. 

The doctor, very red and dusty, was 
leaning over him, and now from his pocket 
he drew a savage little case full of horribly 
bright instruments. 

‘ This needle is full of-’ 

* Morphia and atropine,* I suggested 
intelligently. 

‘ Nothing of the kind,’ said the doctor, ‘ a very 
particular discovery of my own against snake¬ 
bites and some other things. Now watch.’ 

We watched; close to Brodie’s heart he 
bared the chest, and there dug in his vicious 
little needle, squeezed it, and there followed 
a strange effect; a kind of sweat, or rather 

effervescence, broke out over the skin of the 
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seemingly dead man, the livid and ashen face 
slowly flushed, and the drawn blue lips grew 
red and rounded. 

‘ Only an experiment; but successful, 
eh ? ’ whispered the little man triumphantly. 

A strong shivering shook the patient; 
he sighed heavily, and finally sat up. 

4 Hulloa! what the deuce are you doing 
here ? ’ he stammered, 4 and what is up with 
me ? ’ He looked stupidly at us all, and 
blushed a deeper red. 4 1 am trying to 
remember,’ he said earnestly. 4 1 remember 
starting well enough, but who brought me 
here ? And who on earth showed you the way ? 
What’s that ? ’ His wandering, purposeless eye 
had fallen on the dead body of the priest. 
4 Why does he look like that ? * 

4 He’s dead, ’ said the doctor; 4 there are plenty 
left, as good ashim—Kalbadevi Rao, you know.* 

Brodie nodded, he staggered to his feet 
and went over to where the Brahmin lay. 
With a strong, though restrained repulsion, he 
gazed down on the dead man. 

‘Look,’ said the doctor, ‘here’s the pearl; 
smashed you see, but here *s what’s left of it.’ 

4 The pearl! Why how did he know ? and 
who told you ? I only found out the last clue 
myself late last night. I’m sure I told no 
one. I was coming here alone when that— 
attack—came on ; like the others.* 
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CHAPTER I 

THE YOUNG MAN IN THE B&RET 

Though the young man who stood watching 
the arrival of the diligence from Le Fayet 
wore a biret, like a peasant, anyone could 
see that he was English, and no one could 
possibly have mistaken him for anything but 
a gentleman. 

‘ I think,’ observed the elderly lady who 
stood beside him, * that the diligence must 
have been late to-day.* 

On the other side of her stood another 
lady, also elderly, to whom this observation 
had been addressed daily for nearly three 
weeks at about five o’clock in the after¬ 
noon. 

It had always hitherto been well received, 
the second elderly lady agreeing with her 
entirely as to the unpunctuality of the * omni¬ 
bus,’ as she would call it, and attributing it to 
the difference between Geneva time and that 

of Paris; to which, indeed, she had of late 

221 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


222 


AN ALPINE PRELUDE 


referred almost all phenomena of their residence 
in the Alps. 

On the present occasion, however, her 
sister’s remark was taken in a different spirit. 

‘ My dear aunt,’ exclaimed the young man 
in the bSret , 4 you are always original. It 
had never occurred to me before that the 
diligence could be late, for it had not struck 
me that there was any particular moment 
for its arrival.’ 

4 Ethelbert! ’ cried his aunt, 4 how ridicul¬ 
ous you are. Of course it must arrive some 
time, if it is ever to arrive at all,’ she added 
cautiously. 

4 Bertie talks nonsense on purpose,* re¬ 
marked the other elderly lady trenchantly; 
4 it’s the modern way of showing you are 
clever.* 

4 There was a considerable display of clever¬ 
ness before my time,’ observed the young 
man, sententiously. 4 But to return to the 
diligence. As Aunt Jim says, it must, of 
course, arrive ultimately if it is ever to reach 
its destination at all; but it is so odd that 
it should have dawned upon her that there 
was any selected moment for its advent.’ 

Part of this discussion had been overheard 
by a pock-marked man, with mutton-chop 
whiskers, labelled 4 Correspondance.* He 
looked first at his watch, and then said: 
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‘ The diligence, monsieur, is due at 
Chamonix at seven minutes past five.’ 

* Merci bien, monsieur,* replied the young 
man in the bSret, lifting the front of it with 
quite a local gesture of politeness. ‘ To-day, 
then, is the first day of punctuality since our 
arrival three weeks ago. Yesterday it arrived 
at a quarter to five, the day before at three 
minutes after six.* 

4 Oh, that,’ said the man labelled ‘ Corre- 
spondance, ’ ‘ is the new service. That diligence 
is not due till six.’ 

4 Ah ! And on the days of the new service 
the old diligence, due at seven minutes past 
five, does not arrive at all ? * persisted this 
disagreeable young man. 

But the man labelled 4 Correspondance 
P.L.M.’ had gone with unwonted readiness 
to the assistance of a stout lady and a holdall 
that were anxious to descend from the summit. 

He placed the ladder and begged her to 
have courage, advising her to turn her back 
and come down that way. 

4 The symbols of courage,’ observed the 
young man in the bhet, 4 differ locally.* 

The diligence was disgorging its passengers 
before their coldly critical eyes. Three weeks 
ago they too had been arrivals, but no one 
was left in Chamonix to remember that. 
It could not now be cast in their teeth that 
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they had been as dirty, that on them also 
the dust had lain in deep furrows and clotted 
drifts. 

* It is,* remarked the young man in the 
b&ret, ‘ my daily reflexion that a travelling 
costume is as unnecessary, by this diligence, 
as it is hot and uncomfortable. The dust 
provides a covering sufficient to satisfy all 
claims of the most prudish delicacy.* 

* Ah 1 but then,* retorted Aunt Jim, who 
was apt to fall into a bon mot about twice a 
month and take a fortnight to recover from 
the shock of it, * think how improper it would 
be to wash oneself.* 

‘ That,’ said her nephew, ‘ would be done 
in private. It generally is.’ 

4 What did Bertie say ? * inquired his 
mother, from beyond his aunt; she affected 
to despise her son’s pleasantries, but invari¬ 
ably desired them to be retailed to her. 

4 He said,’ replied Aunt Jim, aiming at 
literal reproduction, ‘that travelling by the 
diligence one don’t need clothes. The dust, 
he says, provides a coverlid sufficient to 
satisfy the most prurient modesty.’ 

4 Prurient modesty,’ exclaims the young 
man in the bSret , 4 is good. You certainly 
improve upon me, Aunt Jim.’ 

A poke in the right rib advertised him that 
his notice was being directed to a middle-aged 
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lady and her daughter, who had just descended 
from the coupi, 

4 French ? * demanded Aunt Jim in a 
sepulchral aside. 

Her conjectures as to nationality were 
almost invariably mistaken. 

4 No! English, of course,* he replied, 
also sotto voce . 

4 1 beg your pardon, Austrian ! * observed 
the younger of the two ladies. She scarcely 
glanced his way as she spoke, and appeared 
to be addressing nobody, but she had evidently 
overheard. She was abominably dusty, and 
her right hand and arm supported a multitude 
of packages. With the left hand she was trying 
to pull a fly out of her eye by its hind legs. 

4 What hotel are we going to ? ’ demanded 
her mother, speaking to the girl, but surveying 
the line of porters. 

4 Hdtel de Paris,’ observed the nearest, a 
handsome clean little creature in a delightful 
blue uniform. 

4 Hdtel Imperial,* remarked his neighbour 
in green and red. 

4 Hdtel de Mont Blanc,* ejaculated a third 
in grey and silver. 

4 Hdtel Couttet,’ suggested a good-looking 
German in gold and azure. 

4 Hdtel de la Mer de Glace,’ soliloquised a 
giant in chocolate. 
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4 Hdtel des Alpes,’ snapped out a decisive 
little duodecimo in plum colour. 

* H6tel Beau S6jour,’ drawled a sleepy- 
young Swiss in buff with olive facings. 

4 Bless us! ’ cried the fat lady who had 
descended so courageously back to front, 

4 there*s no hend to ’em.’ 

It was at all events true that the end was 
not reached yet. There are twenty-two hotels 
in little Chamonix, and they are all represented 
at the arrival of the diligence. It is forbidden 
to pister , and the new arrival is not attacked 
and boarded as in many another resort. The 
porters stand in a glittering row of bullion 
and colours, looking very clean and handsome; 
but till their eyes are caught they must keep 
silence, and the time when the English lady 
had seemed to appeal to them they had but 
enunciated the name of their hotel in the 
same unfettered manner as a singer calls out 
* glory ’ in an anthem. 

4 According to Baedeker,* said the Austrian 
young lady, still, however, speaking English, 4 all 
the hotels in Chamonix are the best, and the 
finest view is obtainable from each of them.* 
The young man in the bSret felt a glow of 
admiration for a girl so dirty who could still 
be mindful of epigram. 

4 The HAtel de Paris,’ he observed, address¬ 
ing his aunt, * is really very comfortable.* 
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‘ Thank you,’ said the young lady, ‘ we will 
try the Hdtel de Paris.’ 

The ever-watchful little porter in the 
delightful blue uniform leapt from his scabbard, 
and instantly relieved the young lady of her 
Alpine heap of packages; their larger baggage, 
he secured out of the coffre, choosing it from 
among the rest as if he had known it all his 
life. 

4 Louis will save you all further trouble,’ 
said the young man in the bSret , * he is an 
excellent little thing. He will bring every¬ 
thing without the least delay or confusion.’ 

The elderly Austrian lady and her daughter 
both thanked him. 

* Shall we show you the way ? ’ suggested 
the young man, ‘ it is close by.’ 

The Austrian ladies accepted his guidance 
and turned in the direction indicated, and 
his own two ladies joined the cortege. 
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CHAPTER II 

A BRITISH INVASION 

The young man in the bSret stood on the 
doorstep of the H6tel de Paris watching 
Madame Caroline opposite as she sewed a 
piece of new cloth on to an old garment. As 
he did so he smoked a cigarette, and Louis 
stood hard by with his hands in his trousers 
pockets, his straight little back leant against 
the door jamb. 

‘ Beaucoup d’monde,’ he observed, ‘*t 
arrive dans l’diligence, monsieur, n’est-ce pas ? * 
The young man in the bSret handed him a 
cigarette, whereat his nice little mouse-eyes 
glistened. 

‘ Et ces dames, Louis, sont Autrichiennes ? ’ 
* Autrichiennes ? Comment ? Sont vrai- 
ment Anglaises—tr&s gentilles aussi! * 

The young man in the bSret was inclined 
to think Louis was right. It is true that 
Austrians ‘ of our own class,* he thought, are 
singularly like English people, and generally 
speak our language perfectly, but all the same 
there was something about the dusty lady and 
her daughter suggestive of the British Isles. 
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* Hulloa ! here’s another diligence ! ’ he 
exclaimed. Round the bend of the road 
between the gates of the H6tel des Alpes and 
the Pharmacie, a second diligence came swing¬ 
ing and jangling; not so tall as that of the 
Paris-Lyon-M6diterran6e Correspondance, and 
with brown horses instead of white. 

‘ Oh,’ said Louis, ‘ that’s a private dili¬ 
gence. An English Society of Travel-Educa- 
tion-Co-op. Some are coming here.’ 

The last words came over his shoulder; 
he was off to take his place again in the line 
of porters. He had not lighted the cigarette 
given him by the young man in the bSret , for 
he knew it might be half wasted. It would 
not be en regie to smoke in his place in the line. 

The young man in the bSret looked round, 
and saw the younger of the ‘ Austrians * 
coming downstairs. ‘ Oh/ he told her, ‘ an¬ 
other diligence has just come in. Won’t you 
come and stare at them ? They are sure to be 
as dirty as you were—or very nearly. It will 
restore your self-respect.* 

4 1 ’ll watch them from the door,’ she said. 

* I can’t take the trouble of going upstairs 
again to put on a hat just to restore my self- 
respect. I dare say some of them will come 
here.’ 

The young man in the b&ret and his two 
ladies occupied a round table to themselves in 
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the right hand corner by the door on to the 
verandah; the Austrians and the rest of the 
company sat at a long table down the middle 
of the room. 

The name of the young man in the bSret was 
Sir Ethelbert Yorke, and his age about six 
and twenty. His mother was Mrs. Robert 
Yorke, his ' aunt Miss Hebblethwaite ; the 
ages of those ladies had for some years been, 
like an invalid for whom one inquires, ‘ about 
the same.’ 

The young baronet had by no means 
been born in the purple, for his father was 
a third son who had never succeeded. The 
middle uncle, however, had broken his neck 
out hunting while still a bachelor, and the late 
Sir John had closed his career at the touchingly 
early age of fifty-nine. 

The young man in the bSret had succeeded 
his only and elder brother about a year before 
the visit to Chamonix, that brother having 
reigned but a short time. Mrs. Yorke was, of 
course, a widow, and Miss Hebblethwaite 
would have it known that she might have been. 
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CHAPTER III 

TABLE D’H6TE 

The door on to the balcony, opening from the 
dining-room, stood open, and even through 
the babel of middle-class voices one heard 
still the swish and bustle of the Arve, noisier 
than ever, more fussily important than ever, 
since its recent junction with the Arveyron. 

The young man of the bSret could see its 
brown waters at the foot of the narrow garden 
very easily from his place in the corner. But 
presently a shadow filled the open door, and 
there stood, framed in it, a lady who, with 
little warning or prelude, poured forth a flood, 
almost as swift and forceable as the Arve’s, 
of trained and delightful melody. 

If Ethelbert expected the din of eating 
and chatter to hush itself, he had not known 
his crowd. With a puzzled stare, they eyed 
the singer for a few seconds, as if astonished 
and disconcerted at this new custom of a 
country where every custom was strange; 
then, smirking at their neighbours to see how 
they took the joke, they redoubled their 
conscientious attention to their eating. 
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Hopeless as was the din of voices, madden¬ 
ing as was the clatter of plates, the southern 
woman’s voice overmastered it. Behind the 
swishing river, in front the jabbering eaters, 
the stumping waiters, but over all the prodigal 
splendours of a voice that nothing could 
conquer. 

Ethelbert was almost glad that the 
difficulties were so great: in such adverse 
conditions the triumph of success was so 
much greater. 

And he was glad that the woman was so 
ugly. A plain, fat figure, a face strongly 
disfigured by small-pox, a dress of the most 
ordinary, of the least artistic; and yet, by 
her singing, an artist. 

Her husband stood behind her, leaning 
against the grille of the verandah, and accom¬ 
panying her with a good old violin. A man, 
so like as to be unmistakably her brother, 
stood by playing the guitar. 

After a very short pause the woman sang 
again; always in Italian, always the most 
difficult examples of opera, and always per¬ 
fectly. 

Apparently the company at the central 
table were by this time unaware that she was 
singing. No one glanced her way; if the 
singer had been at Vladivostock they could 
have not ignored her presence with a finer 
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completeness. Probably they thought her a 
nuisance. 

After three or four songs the singer entered 
the room, and passed round the table a plate 
to collect offerings. Ethelbert saw that it 
contained very little. This was not quite the 
fault of the company at the central table. 
Some did give, though ignorance of the local 
currency made them give coins of whose 
smallness they would at home have been 
ashamed. But most gave nothing, being 
honestly too much engrossed in their own 
talk to notice that the woman was passing 
behind their chairs and making a collection. 
They had only perceived the cessation of her 
singing, for which they were much obliged to 
her. 

Ethelbert observed with surprise that the 
woman was furiously shy. It was the last 
thing he would have expected, and it increased 
his interest. It was astonishing that a woman 
who could thus, without invitation or sym¬ 
pathy, stand up in a room where seventy 
people were eating, and sing to their un¬ 
appreciative ears for a quarter of an hour, 
should after all be diffident. 

When she reached their little table, seeming 
more anxious to get her ordeal of collection 
over than to secure their contribution, he 
thanked her for her singing; and then, in 
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expiation of the wretched smallness of the 
amount upon the plate, placed there a coin 
so large as to be extravagant. 

The woman thanked him for his thanks 
with a sincere gratitude; but he was almost 
disappointed to see how little she noted the 
largeness of his gift. 

The woman’s manners were imperially 
modest; and yet anyone who knew Italy 
could tell that she was wholly of the people. 

One other coin of decent value lay upon 
her plate; and he felt sure it had not been 
there before the Austrian ladies had detained 
her for a moment to hear their thanks. 
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CHAPTER IV 

SUNSET AND EVENING STAR 

One soon eats one’s dessert in an Alpine 
hotel, and there was no coffee to wait for. So 
the two parties at the small table strolled 
out; they waited a few moments on the 
balcony, and then went down the steps into 
the little garden. 

At the end of the garden nearest the 
bridge there is a table with a few chairs round 
it. The three elderly ladies made for these. 
It was the guiding principle of their lives to 
sit down. 

The sun had long set in the valley of 
Chamonix, and the pine forests of the lower 
heights were already in sombre shadow. The 
Glacier des Bossons, as far up as the Shelf, 
loomed coldly white through climbing dusk. 
But the snow plains and valleys, the domes 
and spires of the frozen zone above lay all in 
light. From the utter whiteness of chalk or 
sugar they had passed through cream to yellow, 
and were now a golden rose. Soon, and 
almost suddenly, the warmth would cease, 
and all would be pale, chill blue: till the 
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moon rose, then the unearthly whiteness of 
the snow ranges would be given back to them. 

‘ How would it be,’ suggested the young 
man in the bfaet, 4 to stroll about the village 
for a quarter of an hour ? * 

As a general principle his mother and aunt, 
when seated, preferred to remain as they 
were; but they never avowed this principle, 
and were, indeed, most likely unaware of it. 

‘ I’m afraid,’ said Mrs. Yorke, 4 that it 
will be damp in the village at this hour. I’m 
sure there’s a heavy dew, Ethelbert.’ 

‘ And smelly ,’ declared his aunt. * Do you 
remember how Domo d’Ossola used to smell 
after dinner! * 

The first Austrian was easily persuaded 
that it was better to sit still; but her daughter 
said she wanted to see the village. 

4 Very well, you go. And Sir Ethelbert 
Yorke will look after you.* 

So the young man and the girl went. He 
showed her the Balmat and de Saussure 
monument, and the Hotel Royal overlooking 
it, where the Emperor and Empress stayed 
when they came to Chamonix to look at their 
new possession. 

4 And that *s the Hdtel Couttet,* he ex¬ 
plained. 4 The Couttets are a famous family of 
guides. Old Couttet, the present young man’s 
father, made the ascent more than fifty times.* 
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Then they strolled back to the bridge, and 
leant over, watching the frantic river. 

‘ Isn’t it a pretty village ? ’ he asked 
presently. ‘And one gets to feel so oddly at 
home here. We’ve been here three weeks, 
and we can scarcely believe we weren’t all 
born here. Fresh arrivals, meeting us in the 
streets, ask us about the rents of the houses; 
and one American gentleman wanted us to 
name our price for Mont Blanc.’ 

The girl laughed, a very placid laugh. 

4 There was once,* she observed, 4 a man of 
the name of Ananias.’ 

The young man in the biret laughed too. 

4 1 know there was,* he says, ‘but what 
an irrelevant observation ! * 

They move slowly up towards the Place de 
1’iSglise, stopping, of course, to stare at all the 
pretty things in Payot’s window. 

4 Old Payot,* remarked the young man in 
the biret, 4 has made the ascent over a hundred 
times; this man’s father, you know.* 

The girl laughed again. 

4 How local you are ! ’ she said. 4 Does 
everyone get like that ? Shall I ? * 

4 Of course,* he replied. 4 By the way, 
your disconnected allusion to Ananias reminds 
me of something. Did you ever hear of 
Sapphira ? * 

4 Certainly ! That is indeed an irrelevance.* 
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‘ Not at all,* said Sir Ethelbert sweetly; 

* she was an Austrian.’ 

Again they both laughed, the indulgent 
laughter of youth that is easily moved, and 
demands no huge efforts of wit or pleasantry. 

‘ What made you tell such a fib ? * he 
inquired, with a confidential lowering of tone, 
still peering in at one of M. Payot’s windows, 
and trying to get an unintercepted view of a 
little carved man tobogganing down a lump 
of rock crystal. 

‘ What fib ? I never tell fibs,* she answered, 
following his eyes, and, from her different 
standpoint, seeing the queer little man without 
difficulty. 

‘ Oh ! Who said she was an Austrian ? ’ 

‘ Who, indeed ! Certainly I didn’t. You 
declare that Sapphira was. You ought to 
know best.’ 

‘ Why, I heard you. My aunt thought 
you were French, I said you were English.’ 

* Out loud ? How rude of you I Had I 
known I should certainly have avoided your 
acquaintance.’ 

‘ You knew very well. And you at once 
declared that you were Austrian. But I 
didn’t believe you, nor did Louis.’ 

She turned round, and tilting her big 
hat rather lower, lifted her blue eyes gravely 
to his. 
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* Dear me ! Did you consult Louis ? * 

‘Yes. I told him you were Austrians; 
and he said “ Pst!” I assured him that you 
yourself had said so; and he said “ Quand 
meme! ” ’ 

‘ Only,’ she persisted, * I didn’t say so. 
Some remark about an Austrian I may have 
made to my mother. I certainly never dis¬ 
cussed our nationality with you till this 
moment. Why wouldn’t Louis believe I was 
Austrian ? ’ 

‘ Oh,’ replied Ethelbert, leading the way, 
saunteringly, towards the Place d’Eglise, * I 
don’t think you would like to hear his reason. 
All the same, he is never wrong.* 

‘ Isn’t he ? Well, I should like to hear it 
of all things.’ 

‘ Really ? ’ 

4 Really and truly.’ 

4 Of course—if you insist. Well, he 
laughed when I said you were Austrian, and 
said 44 Pst! Les dames autrichiennes ne sont 
jamais belles comme 9a.” ’ 

4 What bad French the little man talks for 
a Frenchman,’ remarked the 4 second Aus¬ 
trian’ spitefully. 

4 He does his best,’ observed the young 
man demurely ; 4 his sentiments are all right.* 
For half a dozen paces they proceeded in 
silence. Up the short alley between Payot’s 
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and the H6tel de l’Am^rique, across the Rue 
Nationale and up the Place. 

It was nearly dark now, that is, as dark as 
it was ever going to be ; the sombre mass of the 
Aiguilles Rouges rose like a wall behind the 
church, and seemed very near. 

4 Look,’ said Ethelbert, 4 this is the other 
Balmat monument.’ 

They stood still at the top of the Place, 
the church, raised on its steps, straight in 
front. Dividing them, to right and left, was 
the simple granite fond on which the round 
medallion of the famous guide was set. 

4 He was the first, wasn’t he, to make the 
ascent, as you call it.’ 

4 Yes. He was very young, only two or 
three and twenty, and was only lately married. 
But the reward tempted him, and I think he 
was fired with the fUvre alpestre as well.’ 

‘What reward?’ 

4 Oh, de Saussure first got the idea fixed 
in his head that the ascent could be made; 
and he offered a huge reward to the man who 
should do it, intending to go himself also. 
As he did. But Balmat went alone first.* 

4 1 think you also have the fikvre alpestre .* 

She had been watching his face, and in his 
voice, too, she caught a sort of elevation. It 
is a peculiar local affection; no one can 
explain this extraordinary influence of the 
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great and changeless mountains over our 
small and changeful minds. 

4 Perhaps I have,* he said, with a sort of 
shamefacedness. 

The girl was looking up at the church, with 
its oddly domestic architecture and its onion- 
topped and gilded belfry. And now she turned, 
and they looked leftward, towards the Glacier 
des Bossons and the great mountain. 

4 Have you ever made the ascent ? * she 
asked. 

‘No, I want to,’ he answered. 

Then they moved on; homewards, past the 
gate into the pretty garden of the Hdtel Mont 
Blanc. 

Outside the Bureau-Chef des Guides stood 
a group of men, mostly good-looking, all 
rather young, with a certain strength and 
fixity in their faces. 

‘ A gentleman is going up to-morrow,* said 
Ethelbert eagerly. ‘ Those three fellows are 
going with him.* 

He was evidently much more interested 
than she was. Nevertheless, she recognised 
that the local enthusiasm might possibly 
attack her soon. 

So they strolled slowly home, and their first 
walk together was ended. Other walks will no 
doubt follow, less carefully chronicled; this 
one has been thus minutely detailed to give 
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some measure, as it were, of the swift steps 
towards intimacy that follow on such a meeting 
as theirs in places far from home. 

‘ I know her as well,’ he told himself, as 
they passed through the welcoming smile of 
Louis, and Joseph, and the maltre d'hdtel , and 
the directeur, into the hall of their hotel, ‘ as 
if I had known her for six months at home. 
And I don’t even know her name yet 1 ’ 
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CHAPTER V 

IMPROVED ACQUAINTANCE 

In the hall they found a large concourse. The 
Travel-Education Co-op. mustered hot and 
strong. The plans of the morrow were being, as 
one of the party said, laid upon the taypis. 

‘ It is childish of them to discuss where 
they will go,’ Ethelbert declared to the second 
Austrian. ‘ I have been here three weeks 
and I know they will go to Montanvert. When 
shall you go to Montanvert ? * he continued. 

‘ Why not to-morrow ? * 

4 Ah—why indeed ? Let’s all go. My 
mother and aunt will go anywhere so long as 
you do not ask them to walk. And it’s all 
easy going for mules to Montanvert.’ 

4 Surely you don’t cross the Mer de Glace 
on mules! ’ 

‘ Oh, no. The mules go down to the valley 
and up by Les Bois to a little below the 
Chapeau, where one meets them again.’ 

The three elders were, on being consulted, 
quite in favour of the expedition. By this 
time, in a somewhat different fashion and by 
different methods, they also had arrived at 
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the non-implicating sort of intimacy bred of 
a strange land and a common language. 

Mrs. Yorke had learned from that lady’s 
mother that the second Austrian had had 
measles in the same year as Bertie, and also 
that they both took ammoniated quinine for 
colds, and swore by phosphorus pills for 
nervous headaches. 

‘ She’s evidently a very superior woman,’ 
declared the young man’s mother, ‘ and one 
is quite glad to have such people in the hotel. 
They ’re a sort of breakwater against the Stores 
party.* 

When Mrs. Yorke spoke of the ‘ Stores 
party,’ she alluded to the party of Co-operative 
Educational Travel. 

4 And,* added Miss Hebblethwaite, ‘ she 
has nothing but Jaeger things inside.* 

‘ Aunt Jim 1 ’ expostulated her nephew. 
4 What a diet! ’ 

‘ Dear me 1 * cried Aunt Jim, tartly, 4 you 
really needn’t take such pains to make yourself 
out a fool. We *11 believe you, if you ’ll just 
tell us.* 

‘ I would tell you like a shot if I thought so; 
but it would not be true. And as I ’ve already 
been reproved to-night for telling lies-’ 

Aunt Jim threw up her hands. 

4 You surely don’t mean-* 

4 Yes, I do. While we were out my 
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fellow-measler told me that I was not strictly 
truthful.* 

‘ Well, I must say,’ declared Aunt Jim, 
4 that in my young days young women did not 
tell gentlemen that they were story-tellers. 
And that girl never met you till this afternoon! ’ 

4 It is absurd of you to speak of your young 
days as a reminiscence. You are young now : 
younger than ever. You get younger all the 
time; if you go on I shall have to buy you a 
bassinette, or a coral, for a birthday present.’ 

4 How ridiculous you are!* cried Aunt Jim, 
not, however, much displeased. 

4 Besides,* continued Bertie, returning to 
his argument, 4 when the young men tell you 
that you are very pretty, you do not have to 
accuse them of telling fibs.’ 

4 Bertie ! ’ cried Miss Hebblethwaite. 

4 Ethelbert! * ejaculated her sister. 

Both elderly ladies were unmistakably 
good-looking. 

4 You surely do not mean,’ demanded his 
aunt, 4 that you told her she was pretty! ’ 

The young man nodded gravely. 

4 Yes. I gave it as a quotation; but it 
was an original sentiment really.’ 

4 Good gracious l ’ gasped Miss Hebble¬ 
thwaite. 

4 1 must say I thank heaven I wasn’t born 
at the present day,’ said Mrs. Yorke. 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


246 


AN ALPINE PRELUDE 


‘I’m glad you weren’t,’ agreed her son; 
‘ for I suppose I should be out of the question 
for the next twenty years. And besides, I 
couldn’t have the same father, which makes 
it confusing.* 

4 1 am bound to say,’ he added, 4 that it 
was not my telling her she is good-looking 
that caused the second Austrian to impugn 
my veracity.’ 

4 Impugn his voracity! * cried Miss Hebble- 
thwaite with derision. 

4 What words 1 ’ cried both old ladies together. 

4 My voracity,* said Bertie, 4 is unim¬ 
peachable. But, of course, if she eats Jaeger 
jerseys and things-’ 

But the elderly ladies would have no more 
of it: they went off to their rooms, declaring 
that he and his chatter of talk-words made 
them giddy. 

The young man strolled on to the long 
balcony and turned, as everyone perforce does, 
towards the White Mountain. 

Seven thousand feet up gleamed the tiny 
light from the chalet of Plan de 1 *Aiguille: 
lower, to the left as he looked, and much 
nearer to the Mer de Glace, twinkled that 
of the chalet de Blaiti&re. Midway betwixt 
them was, as he knew who had been there, 
the mountain farm of Les Rochers, but it 
showed no light. 
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In front, the row of needle-peaks, colossal 
dolomites, fretted the cold heaven. An un¬ 
earthly white cloud, thin and changeful, crept 
up the grey-black base of the Midi, till it met 
the snow line and one could see it no more. 

As if not insistent, yet so insistent, standing 
back aloof, towers the melancholy waste of 
chillest white that is Mont Blanc ; approached 
by the s£rac-stepped glacier, girt round by its 
ring of sister queens that sit about its knees 
proclaiming its greatness by their own. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE RISE OF UNCLE JIM 

The morning was glorious. A blaze of sun¬ 
light, and yet a breath of Alpine life and 
freshness in the air. 

Everyone had breakfasted by eight o’clock, 
though there was no need, to-day, to be so 
early. Then there came the inevitable crowd¬ 
ing and discussion in the hall. A few pairs 
of chaussettes, a few alpenstocks were bought; 
and on the ledge of M. le Directeur’s little glass 
office stood packets of sandwiches in serried 
ranks. 

Twenty minutes before the others, to wit, 
at half-past eight, our particular young man 
(wearing his b&ret ), with his party of four ladies, 
started amid the eager interest of the crowd. 

* Do you think,’ demanded Mrs. Yorke, 
eyeing her mule suspiciously, 4 that he will lie 
down ? ’ 

4 Certainly if you wish it,’ replied her son. 
* Would you like him to lie down in the village, 
or would you rather wait till there’s a precipice 
on each side ? ’ 

4 Madame, there are not any precipices at 
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all,* said M. le Directeur, offering his services 
to assist the elderly lady to mount, ‘ and the 
mules never lie.’ 

4 No, they walk in their sleep,’ asserted 
Ethelbert. 

‘ If there was room on your tongue, you *d 
have a new blister,’ said Aunt Jim pithily. 

4 Monsieur est toujours taquin,* declared M. 
le Directeur, with reproachful deference. 

The three elderly ladies were all mounted, 
and looked exceedingly comfortable. They and 
their mules led the way straight through the 
village eastwards ; along the street, past most 
of the twenty-two hotels, the post office, past 
M. Clement Claret, the watchmaker’s (it is 
also the dressmaker’s) and the two Swiss con¬ 
fectionery shops—Devouassoux’s and Diosaz’s 
—the mule-man, as they call him, and the 
mule-boy maintaining a moral connexion with 
the cortege, but not cleaving too impertinently 
close. 

4 We turn down here,’ observed Sir Ethel¬ 
bert, indicating the way down to the bridge, 
past the former post office, to the right, 
where one reaches the great puits from which 
animals are forbidden to drink, so that no 
self-respecting beast would do so lest it should 
be accused of not knowing how to read. 

4 Don’t we go with them ? ’ 

4 No. The mules always go by the Argentine 
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road for the first twenty-five minutes, then 
turn up. I don’t know why; it is much 
longer, and there’s no shade. We ’ll go by the 
meadows; then you can rest a bit and let 
them overtake us.* 

So they turned down past the ramshackle 
baths and across the low bridge, then, leaving 
Balmat and de Saussure on their right, followed 
the path to the left, past M. Loppe’s studio to 
the Anglican chapel. 

4 There’s Nettleship’s grave,’ said Bertie. 
4 You know he died on Mont Blanc: he was 
not killed. It’s almost worse. And that’s 
Captain Arkwright’s: the new grave, with 
wreaths but no stone. He was only buried 
last year. He was killed thirty-two years ago, 
up at the Corridor, and last year they found 
his body in the ice, close to the lateral moraine 
of the Glacier des Bossons.’ 

They paused and leant on the low wall; the 
air seemed full of life. The place was fragrant 
and riante ; mignonette and china roses flung 
their sweetness out into the happy sunshine. 

4 His guide,’ said Ethelbert, 4 had had a 
sweetheart. And when the body of her lover 
was found she came to weep by it. She had 
never married; only in thirty years she had 
grown old. He had not: he was still three 
or four and twenty as he had been the day 
that death took him. . . .’ 
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The pretty tinkle of the cow-bells comes 
over the sunlit meadows, the swish of the 
bustling river, and a girl’s voice, laughing, 
somewhere in a garden close at hand. 

‘. That, behind, is the grave of a 
Dutchman who died on the F16g£re; beside 
it is where another guide, killed on Mont Blanc, 
lies. But most of those who are killed up 
there lie there still. Come, our way is up 
here to the right a little.’ 

4 It seems always the same story,’ said 
the girl, 4 the mountains are greater than we. 
And they stand, without changing or caring, 
only we poor men and women die.’ 

4 Yes,* he said simply, 4 we live, and so we 
die. They never live, so they cannot die. 
I like our way of it best.’ 

It strikes her then, as often afterwards it 
comes to her mind again, that there is some¬ 
thing pleasantly healthy about his thoughts. 
She discovers that he is rather good at thinking, 
and he has quaint fancies ; but he is so English 
that his fancy and his thought are always 
mastered and kept in place by a certain plain 
sense and knowledge. 

• » * • 

Presently they passed through the group of 
ch&lets called Petits Praz, turning sharp right 
round the corner of the first: in the doorway 
stood an old man, who greeted them comfortably. 
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* Bon jour, M’sieur,’ called out Bertie. 
‘ Beau temps, n’est ce pas.* 

* Bon jour, Madame et Monsieur,’ cried the 
old man, 4 c’est-beau temps, oui, M’sieur. 
Le Bon Dieu nous a donn£ beau temps.’ 

4 When we are young,’ said Ethelbert 
presently, 4 we think of ourselves and talk of 
each other. When we are old we talk of God.’ 

4 And what do we think of ? ’ asked the girl. 

4 We still think of ourselves, perhaps, 
only our thoughts are not so strong and they 
are not quite so selfish. We no longer dare 
to think of self alone, so we talk of God, and 
try to comfort ourselves by the memory of 
His kindness.’ 

4 So,’ said the girl, 4 you are a philosopher ! ’ 

4 1 do not know what lam,' he replied, with 
rather a baffling directness, 4 only one knows 
what one thinks; and we who are young, 
you and I and the rest of our generation, are 
more given to wondering and discussing things 
than they used to be.’ 

* Mamma says we are morbid and affected.’ 

4 So does my mother—and Aunt Jim. 

The truth is, we should be affected if we pre¬ 
tended not to think; it is the way of the time, 
and we can’t help it. I don’t know if it’s 
morbid or not. Perhaps. But I don’t think, 
for instance, that I am what you would call 
a very morbid person. Yet I am always 
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bothering about all these things—life and death 
and the pleasure and pain that come between. 
I can no more help it than I can alter the 
colour of my eyes or the shape of my nose.’ 

* I shouldn’t even try to alter them,’ said 
the girl, 4 they are best as they are. You’d 
probably spoil them, and make them worse 
than ever.’ 

He laughed. 

4 You are now telling me what I told you 
last night,’ he observed. 4 Namely, that I am 
good-looking.’ 

4 Did you tell me you were good-looking 
last night ? I didn’t notice. Was that why 
I called you Ananias ? I thought you said 
that I was good-looking.* 

4 So I did; I put it into the mouth of Louis.' 

They stood still: the path is steep, and 
they wanted to laugh and take breath. They 
had turned out of the meadows now, and the 
three hours* climb through the forest had begun 

4 It seems to me,’ continued Bertie, 4 that 
one might just as well be straightforward about 
all those sort of things. Of course, a girl of 
your taste must know that your appearance 
is not offensive; and I know that mine is 
really not revolting.* 

4 Certainly,’ she admitted, seating herself 
on a flat boulder, 4 it would be an exaggeration 
to call my appearance offensive.* 
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* Or mine,* he insisted, sitting down opposite. 

She eyed him critically. 

‘ Scarcely offensive ? * he urged with a 
calm insistence on justice. 

These foolish young persons laughed again. 
It was very pleasant in the lovely forest, with 
divine views staring in on every hand through 
the fragrant pines. They were quite young 
and full of health and hope, not weighted 
down with anxious poverty, or shabby re¬ 
proachful memories. 

‘ My idea is,’ he declared, ‘ that it would 
be so much better to say just what one believes 
and means/ 

‘ E.g.,’ she suggested, ‘ Mrs. Podsnap bids 
you to dinner, and you reply that Sir Ethel- 
bert Yorke presents his compliments to Mrs. 
Podsnap, but begs to say that wild horses will 
not make him dine with her. He has no en¬ 
gagement, but rather than swallow her tinned 
soup and high partridges, and her objection¬ 
able entries and sweets, he would gladly die. 
I understand perfectly what you mean/ 

‘ Evidently 1 ’ 

The clatter of a stone on the rough moun¬ 
tain path warned them of the approach of an 
elderly gentleman, ‘faint but pursuing/ He 
was much flushed by his climb, and much reduced 
in costume by the heat; for he carried his 
coat under his arm, and wore no waistcoat. 
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He stood still to puff and pant more at ease. 
He turned to admire the view behind, though 
there was a better one in front. This he did 
to eliminate any possible suspicion of his being 
fatigued or short of breath. Removing his 
hat to fan himself with it, he wiped his glisten¬ 
ing brow. He smiled at the landscape com¬ 
placently with the air of having just made it. 

They watched him indolently. 

‘ Some people get like that at dances,’ 
observed the girl, ‘ I always wish they would 
stop at home.’ 

Bertie tilted his straw hat down upon his 
nose, and said between his teeth— 

‘ You needn’t dance with them, you know.’ 
He was chewing a very long stalk of grass, and 
if he opened his mouth properly it would 
tumble out. 

The old gentleman turned round and began 
to mount towards them, still smiling, and still 
with flaming countenance. 

‘ I’m so glad,’ said Bertie, ‘ that he decided 
not to take anything else off. Didn’t you 
perceive his uncertainty ? * 

She laughed, and the old gentleman heard 
it, catching sight of them at the same moment. 
He put his hat on hurriedly in order to take 
it off to her. He was much tempted by his 
extreme courtesy to turn his back on the 
young lady and scramble into his coat. But 
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she looked so pleasant that he decided against 
the necessity. 

4 1 hope,’ he said, pulling up close to them 
and half-turning his head to Bertie, but 
still glancing at his companion, 4 that this 
young lady will pardon my very incomplete 
costume. But it’s warm, is it not ? And so 
very steep : and the truth is, I’m getting 
stouter. . . .’ 

4 I hope not,* thought Bertie. 

4 . . . I *m getting stouter, sir. Yes. And 
I *m getting older : when your next birthday 
will be your sixty-first you *11 know you *re 
getting older, sir. So I just popped my tie 
and collar in my pocket, and thought I *d 
carry my coat under my arm.’ 

4 Quite right,* said the young man. 
You ’re much more comfortable in your braces 
and boots.* 

The old gentleman, however, did not 
look altogether comfortable. 4 Your summary, 
sir,’ he protested, with a rather pained smile, 
4 is not quite exhaustive. Most magnificent 
scenery, is it not ? * he added hurriedly, 
appealing to the girl. 

She agreed with him, and they all stared out 
at the huge grandeurs of mountain and eternal 
snow, and black forests hung between green 
valley and blue heaven. 

4 And what a climate ! ’ exclaimed the old 
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gentleman, * what air ! what atmosphere t 
I’ve been walking away from the glacier 
there—the Glacier des Bossons, is it not ? 
—for an hour. And I declare it seems nearer 
than ever. Who would believe it is four or 
five miles off 1 * 

‘ Have a bit of rock,* suggested Bertie, 
hospitably making room. ‘ You’ll get more 
rest than standing up.* 

‘ Indeed you are very good,* declared the old 
gentleman; ‘but, with me, sitting down is a 
great deal easier than getting up again. No, 
sir, thank you. I *11 be getting on: it *s a 
long way on to the Montanvert, and I like to 
take my time. But I thought I must stop to 
excuse myself for passing the young lady in 
this rUgligi fashion.* 

So, again ceasing to fan himself with his 
hat in order to put it on and take it off to 
her, and once more glancing with deprecation 
at his coat, again smiling cheerily at his own 
gathering age and multiplying infirmities, 
the old gentleman moved on, and they watched 
him as he mounted upward. 

‘ What a good old sort,’ said Bertie. 

‘ He makes one feel,’ said the girl, ‘ that 
it is excellent being young, but that one need 
not in the least mind getting old.* 

They too rose, and betook themselves once 
more to the road. 
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* Without,’ she remarked presently, 4 seeking 
to offer you a penny for your thoughts, I feel 
sure that I know what you are thinking of.* 

4 1 was wondering,* he replied frankly, 
4 how old you were.* 

She laughed. 

4 1 knew you were. I am between three- 
and four and-twenty.* 

4 And I,’ he told her, 4 am nearly twenty- 
seven.* 
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CHAPTER VII 

QUITE OLD FRIENDS 

In about ten minutes they came to a small 
brown ch&let, where a small brown old woman 
begged them to 4 repose themselves.* As her 
idea of repose seemed liquid, or (alternatively) 
rock-crystalline, they assured her that they 
were not tired, and kept upon their way. 

The advanced guard of the Stores party 
began at this point to overtake them. 

4 1 call that youth Faute de Mieux,’ ob¬ 
served Bertie, alluding, as she knew, to a very 
much under-graduate who had just passed 
them, tight in the clutches of a flaxen-headed 
beauty of considerable seniority. 

The second Austrian laughed. He got rather 
red, not liking the tone of her mirth. Had she, 
perhaps, applied that nickname to himself ? 

Turning the corner of one of the zig-zags, 
they came upon a preacher and his wife seated 
upon a boulder. She had ridiculously arched 
eyebrows that curved up into a claret-coloured 
fringe. Her husband’s prevailing suggestion 
was that of everything about him being a size 
too small; his legs seemed bursting out of his 
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trousers, his waistcoat protested against having 
to meet round his waist. 

4 . . . When one gazes upon a scene like 
this,’ they heard him say, * one feels anew the 
folly of the unbeliever.* 

To gaze the better, or else to avoid feeling 
the folly of the unbeliever, he closed both 
eyes firmly. 

4 Quite so l * agreed his wife, wondering 
where the second Austrian got her boots, and 
what sort of sum she paid for them. They 
were so practical, and yet so admirably neat 
and smart. 

4 That *s the first thing to-day I haven’t 
liked,’ said the second Austrian presently; 
4 it was professional.’ 

4 One needn’t conclude, because he meant 
us to overhear, that he is a humbug. But I 
agree with you as to its spoiling the freshness 
of the morning. With the Aiguille du Dru 
pointing up to heaven just in front, one does 
not want a fat man like that to point out the 
existence of God for us.’ 

4 1 expect,’ she said, 4 that everyone must 
feel rather what he meant. Only one has not 
the assurance to say it and imply that it is a 
sentiment peculiarly one’s own.* 

4 Do you notice,’ Bertie asked her presently, 
4 that there are no birds here? There is no 
sound in these forests.’ 
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They stood still and looked downwards, 
through a parting of the woven pines, at 
the chequered squares of the valley-farms 
now far, far below. 

The Arve trailed its silver ribbon through 
the sunlit fields, but no sound of its rushing 
haste came up to them. They saw the moving 
dots that are cows and goats, but the tinkling 
of their bells cannot creep so high as this. 

Opposite the farther wall of the long 
valley rose the Aiguilles Rouges, crowned 
with the snow-streaked Br£vent. 

* That,* he said, pointing slightly east¬ 
ward, * is the F16g£re. You will have to go 
there. And it is, to my thinking, a much 
stiffer climb than this.* 

For some minutes they stood silent, taking 
in the accumulated beauties offered to their 
sight. The Mer de Glace, or more strictly the 
Glacier des Bois, was in full sight now, and 
seemed quite near. The blue-brown s£rac of 
the ‘ shelf,* where the glacier tumbles in a preci¬ 
pice to the Sources d’Arveyron, was very plain 
to see. The life and freshness of the air 
cannot be described; the sun was powerfully 
hot, but it was the heat of life and motion, not 
of deathly closeness or decay. The sharpness 
of the colours cut like a knife. 

There mounted the noise of a climbing 
cavalcade, and they turned to look down the 
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way that they had come: three mules, 
scrupulously leaving vacant five feet of road to 
walk along its edge, and three pedestrians— 
one a lady. 

‘ There*s my mother ! ’ 

4 And there’s mine.* 

4 And I’m anythinged you like if that is 
not Aunt Jim—afoot, and whetting her French 
on the “ mule-man.” ’ 

4 Not a bit of it. She’s talking up to the 
gentleman on the mule. Why—it’s our old 
gentleman.’ 

* This,* observed Sir Ethelbert, shaking 
his head sadly, 4 wants looking into.’ 

The cavalcade approached. The foremost 
mule kicked a shower of pebbles over the 
4 precipice * and made a feint of losing his 
footing. That was his humour. He was a witty 
beast, and singularly versed in the alarms and 
apprehensions of elderly foreign females. 

4 Here we are, you see,’ observed the first 
Austrian obviously, when they got within 
speaking distance; 4 1 do not find it nearly so 
fatiguing as I feared.* 

4 Nor I,’ said Mrs. Yorke. 4 But my mule 
has such a dreadful cold. He sneezed five 
times along the last precipice, and I thought 
each time he would sneeze me over the 
edge.’ 

4 That,* observed her son, who knew his 
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parent’s passion for scientific facts, * is due 
to the rarefaction of the atmosphere.’ 

* Your aunt,’ remarked the old gentleman, 
4 was so kind as to insist on my taking a ride 
on her mule.* 

He wore his collar and tie now in the usual 
place, and his coat also. His face also was 
several degrees lower in tone. 

4 The fact is,’ exclaimed Aunt Jim in a 
hurried aside, as the mules moved on, 4 1 got 
it into my head that the saddle was loose, 
and that it would slip round. I was so dread¬ 
fully afraid of its happening at one of those 
precipicey places.’ 

4 So you generously insisted on that inno¬ 
cent old man taking your place 1 * 

4 Yes. He was so grateful 1 I never saw 
anyone so frightfully out of breath in my life. 
He is a charming person, and I know his sister- 
in-law’s cousin—Lady Bloggs—so very well.’ 

4 Dear me. Aunt Jim! Did you know 
that from seeing him sitting panting on a 

rock ? Has he a family method of-* 

4 Bertie! You are so foolish—and so 
coarse! You forget that we had met before.* 
4 1 might well forget,* observed Sir Ethel- 
bert; 4 1 never knew.* 

4 Oh, well, if I didn’t tell you! But you 
know he took me to see the chamois in the 
gardens of the Hdtel du Mont Blanc.’ 
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‘ I know ! I know nothing whatever about 
it. On the contrary, I am bound to say that 
if grandpapa were still alive, I should feel 
it my duty to write and tell him.’ 

‘ How utterly ridiculous you are, Ethel- 
bert! ’ cried the elderly lady, much fluttered, 
but not very much displeased. * It came 
about most naturally—by the merest accident.’ 

(‘ It always does,’ observed her nephew 
gloomily.) 

4 1 had been looking in Payot’s window 
(not the Payot by the bridge, but the big 
corner shop opposite the Correspondance 
P.L.M.). And I was wondering if I should 
buy the dearest little chamois. . . .’ 

(‘ An extravagant thought t You should 
have rather given your attention to the 
cheapest,’ again remarked her parenthetic 
nephew). 

4 . . . The sweetest little chamois,’ con¬ 
tinued Miss Hebblethwaite, fiercely ignor¬ 
ing these frivolous interruptions. 4 And I 
remarked aloud that it did not really seem 
dear. This gentleman, it seemed, was also 
looking in. . .' 

( 4 Of course, you did not know ? *) 

4 Of course not. And he overheard me. 
44 Dear 1 ” he said.’ 

( 4 1 must say. Aunt Jim, your gentlemen 
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go straight to the point I Well, having called 
you 44 dear ”-’) 

* Ethelbert! One would really think some¬ 
times you were an idiot-* 

4 Having, then, applied to you the term 
of endearment that you mention, your new 
friend, I imagine, demanded my address and 
my permission to pay his addresses. As 
head of the family-’ 

4 Ah, Ethelbert, do stop ! you make me 
giddy. Of course, he did nothing of the kind. 
But he said that the chamois was so beauti¬ 
fully made that it was a model of cheapness. 
Then he asked if I had ever seen the real 
thing. . . . He asked me if I would like to go 
and see the real live chamois in the gardens 
of the Hdtel du Mont Blanc. He is staying 
there. So we went, and we gave them 
lumps of sugar to eat; but they spat them out 
again.’ 

4 Lump sugar, you see,’ observed her 
nephew, unabashed by his late flattening, 4 is 
not indigenous to the higher Alps. . . . Well, 
Aunt Jim, I can only say that it is a very 
painful and a very suggestive story. And 
how, if one might ask, did you arrive at Lady 
Clogs ? ’ 

4 Lady Bloggs, you mean. Oh, he men¬ 
tioned that the tame wild chamois reminded 
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him of his connexion Lady Bloggs, for she 
has a tame opossum/ 

‘They naturally would—and at mention 
of your friend’s name, you fell upon his neck 
and asked him if he had a strawberry mark 
on his left arm-* 

‘ Ethelbert! Pray do not judge me by 

yourself. That may be the modern way-* 

‘ I am bound to say,’ admits Sir Ethelbert, 
* that your way has a great deal to be said 
for it. And you call this an accident! * 

‘ Ethelbert! ’ 
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CHAPTER VIII 

FOREBODINGS 

The second Austrian had not assisted at the 
whole of this engagement. She had moved 
on to talk to her mother. 

4 1 really wish,’ complained Miss Hebble- 
thwaite, * that you would not talk such 
nonsense before that girl. She does not know 
me ; she might believe it.’ 

* I begin to fear,* said the young man, 
4 that I do not know you myself. There 
are depths . . .’ He laughed softly to himself. 
When his aunt spoke of his new acquaintance 
as 4 that girl,’ he did not need any other 
intimation that Miss Hebblethwaite considered 
that there was a flirtation afoot. 

The mule path left the forest and they 
came out on the open mountain side. Steep 
slopes, or ‘ precipices,’ as Mrs. Yorke called 
them, rough with slag and boulder, rose to 
their right, and fell sharply to the valley on 
their left. Among these flamed red the Alpine 
Rose, as the guides will call the crimson dwarf 
rhododendron. 

The path zigzagged upward, and at one of 
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the turns they came upon fifty or sixty goats, 
in obstinate occupation of the road. 

They sat serenely chewing the cud and con¬ 
sidering the landscape with sleepy satisfaction. 

Half-way through them stood a resolute 
figure, typically republican, obviously trans¬ 
atlantic. 

4 I should think you ’d be ashamed,’ cried 
this firm-voiced presentment of a lady of New 
England, shouting her reproach back at a 
figure less stern, more youthful, on the side of 
the goats nearer to Sir Ethelbert and his party. 

( I should think you’d be ashamed of 
being afraid of a bunch of goats,’ declared 
the elder lady. 

The girl may have been ashamed or not; 
but she was as firm as her mother. She seated 
herself with unruffled determination, and 
called out: 

‘ They ’ll have to move now these people 
with the mules are coming. I *11 wait.* 

At this distance Ethelbert could not hear 
the snort with which this obstinate show of 
pusillanimity was received; but he could see it. 

‘ That old woman,’ he said, 4 has the Stars 
and Stripes wrapped all round her. She eats 
an eagle’s egg for breakfast every morning; 
and I know as well as if she told me that 
her four great-grandfathers all signed the 
Declaration of Independence.’ 
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* They are none of them really nice,’ 
observed Aunt Jim, with sweeping generalisa¬ 
tion. * They 're never really ladies, Ameri¬ 
cans, I mean.* 

4 Not the male population, I admit.’ 

4 None of them. You can always differ 
with a lady or gentleman without being 
insulted. I knew an American very well 
once, and the only time I contradicted her 
she said I was an old maid 1 ’ 

Bertie chuckled: 

4 And you turned her the other cheek ? * 

4 1 said we’re not so frightened in England 
of being old maids as of marrying rashly; 
for divorce costs more than half a crown on 
this side.’ 

In ten minutes they reached the Montan- 
vert; and the mules were taken off to the 
former hotel, now a stable. 

4 1 don't mind admitting,’ said Bertie, 
4 that I am ravenous.’ 

They all made the same concession to 
truth, and all trooped in to the panelled 
dining-room of the hotel. Close to the door 
was a vacant table, at which they all sat down, 
except Aunt Jim's old gentleman. He took 
a place at the next table, as though anxious to 
maintain but not assert his connexion with 
their party. 

4 How odd all this unvarnished pitch pine 
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looks,’ said Mrs. Yorke, when Ethelbert had 
ordered luncheon. 

4 The hdtelier is not allowed to varnish 
anything in the house, furniture or panelling; 
it’s in his lease from the Commune ! ’ 

4 So we may expect the unvarnished truth 1 
said Aunt Jim’s old gentleman, much pleased 
with his pleasantry. 

4 Did you ever see such a lovely view, 
Joan ? * demanded the first Austrian of her 
daughter. The elder lady faced the open 
door, which frames, indeed, as glorious a 
scene as can be found in Europe. 

( So her name is Joan,’ thought Ethelbert, 
and the girl smiled as their eyes met; for she 
saw his thought. 

The room was dusk and cool, almost cold. 
Outside the noon shone broadly white on 
slag and scaur, that gave back its midsummer 
heat. Framed in the doorway was a tall picture 
of frozen sea and frozen gorge: glacier, and 
dome and tower, all black rock and whitest ice; 
and, over all, the unshaded blueness of the 
sky. 

The harried babes who officiate at the 
Montanvert as waiters seemed unlikely to bring 
our party their luncheon before sunset; they 
were, in addition to their legitimate labours, 
so much taken up in resenting the conduct of 
the Stores party, a large number of whom 
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had swarmed in to eat their sandwiches at 
the restaurant tables. 

* Come outside while we ’re waiting,’ sug¬ 
gested Bertie, and Joan and the old gentleman 
adopted his suggestion; the three elder ladies 
sat still. In some vague way they felt nearer 
to their luncheon at the table. 

* It is much more like a river of ice than a 
“sea of ice,” * remarked Joan, unable to refrain 
from the observation that everyone makes 
looking down on that twisted gorge, with 
its weird white river tumbled along its 
depths. 

They stood by the low wall of rough stones, 
and resist the seductions of the man with the 
telescope. 

Slag and scaur, and huge boulder, were 
piled up to their feet from what, elsewhere, 
would be the river bank. Below the wild 
and titanic confusion of the lateral moraine; 
then slracs, browned with the dust of rock 
avalanches, but blue beneath; then the wide, 
tumultuous, silent, deathly-frozen river—a 
river of huge breadth, of terrifically rapid 
fall, that comes sweeping round from the 
east in an enormous curve. 

‘That’s the Glacier de Tallfre,’ explained 
Bertie, in answer to a question ; * the other 
round to our right is the Glacier du Giant; 
and up there is the Aiguille du Giant.’ 
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‘ And that straight precipice of mountain 
like an ice wall ? * 

‘ The Grandes Jorasses. Italy climbs to 
the top of them to peer over and see what 
France is like.* 

Joan and Bertie and Aunt Jim’s old 
gentleman went in to see if their luncheon 
had arrived. 

‘ You *11 come across, won’t you ? ’ asked 
Bertie, addressing the elders and alluding to 
the Mer de Glace. 

Mrs. Yorke and the first Austrian seemed 
uncertain. Aunt Jim was valiant and quite 
decided. She set about the deciding of her 
sister, and Joan essayed to make up her 
mother’s mind. 

‘ It is only fair to say,’ observed Sir Ethel- 
bert, ‘ and it may assist your decision to 
know, that the mules by this time are far on 
their way round to the Chapeau.’ 

With their judgment thus assisted, all 
three ladies consented to make the trcuuersie. 

* If I perish in the attempt,’ said Mrs. 
Yorke, with complacent melancholy, * you 
will perhaps regret it.* 

But her son was not touched; he assured 
her, that were she so to perish his surprise 
would be so overmastering that it would 
swallow up regret. 

* For my part,* declared a pitiably fat lady 
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at a neighbouring table, who had been goaded 
to a like adventurous determination by her 
family, 4 1 accept the worst. You can dis¬ 
charge my mule. To order it to meet me at 
the Chapeau would be foolish extravagance. 
I shall tumble into a crevasse .* 

4 You may try,’ said her heartless son, a 
slim and handsome lad of sixteen, 4 but your 
size of crevasse is not stocked here.’ 

4 And I’m afraid my size of chausseUe is 
not stocked here either,’ replied the lady with 
imperturbable good humour, chuckling de¬ 
lightedly at the latest allusion to her fatness. 
One would suppose that such personalities 
might lose their freshness, but such did not 
seem to be the case. 

4 Hi! Madame, avez-vous de chaussettes 
convenables pour cette dame—largeur d’en- 
fant ? * called out the perky youth, to the lady 
in charge of the boutique. For in the salle h 
manger at the Montanvert, as at the Fl£g£re 
and everywhere else, there is a stall of 
4 objets ’—intended to keep alive the memory 
of the Alps within the traveller’s breast. 
Thus a napkin ring recalls the Mer de Glace, 
a brooch brings back the Br6vent or the Bel 
Achat, a salad spoon and fork keep fresh our 
recollections of the Grands Mulets. 

The lady who presides has a blasSe and mis¬ 
anthropic air, as though her calling gave her 
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but a low ideal of the taste and intelligence 
of mankind. The lady sells chaussettes also, 
and alpenstocks at prices little more than 
eighty per cent, in advance of those of 
Chamonix. 

* Well/ said the fat lady’s younger son, 
rather slimmer and rather better-looking still 
than his brother, and pushing back his chair 
with a squeak, ‘ thank God for my good lunch.’ 

‘ Archibald 1 Don’t be profane 1 ’ begged his 
mother, with a show of being scandalised. 

‘ Is that profane ? All right, I retract the 
sentiment. After all, the lunch was beastly.' 


Digitized by 


Gck .gle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


CHAPTER IX 

MAUYAIS PAS 

Down the steep path trooped our party, much 
entangled with that of the fat lady. 

*I hope,’ she said, with hopeless aspiration, 
* that the ice won’t be so slippery as this 
stony path. I wish I *d brought two pairs 
of socks, and I *d have put one on now.' 

‘ Let me carry you,' suggested the youngest 
and most thread-papery of her children, a 
fourteen-year-old girl absolutely like her, and 
very pretty. 

* That's the Englishman's stone,’ said the 
didactic Sir Ethelbert. 

They all paused, and turned their eyes upon 
the big brown boulder that commemorates our 
countryman’s discovery of Chamonix in 1786. 

* It is singularly beautiful,' said the fat 
lady’s eldest tormentor, his head well on one 
side, and a great air of sensibility impressed 
on his perky countenance. 

They laughed and moved on. 

* Good gracious 1' 

‘ Heavens! * 

‘ Oh, Bertie ! ’ 
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* What is that, Ethelbert ? * 

A terrific explosion, a thousand times 
reverberated among the countless rocks of 
stone and ice, had rent the air. 

‘ I knew there would be an avalanche,’ 
observed the fat lady with calm despair. 

‘That’s the gun,* explained Bertie; ‘I 
ought to have warned you. One might have 
known that one fool must be produced out 
of all that party by the law of averages.* 

‘ What gun ? * demanded his mother. 

‘ I wish the law of averages would mind 
its own business,’ said Joan’s mother. 

He explained that for the sum of one franc 
one could obtain the discharge of a piece of 
ordnance, somewhat obsolete, no doubt, but 
very efficient as to noise—for the pleasure of 
hearing the terrific echoes it rouses among 
the glaciers and mountains. 

The fat lady craned her neck up at the 
Aiguilles des Charmoz. 

‘ It would be perfectly awful if they fell 
down on us,’ she observed gloomily. 

‘ It would be immensely interesting,’ said 
her son ; ‘ you evidently think they ’re made 
of ice all the way up—like the Frenchman.* 

‘ What Frenchman ? ’ demanded his mother, 
always ready to follow a fresh hare. 

‘ Oh,’ explained the boy, ‘ a Frenchman 
came here in 1697 to commit suicide because 


Digitized by 


Gck igle 


- H 



NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


AN ALPINE PRELUDE 


277 


his girl was nasty to him. And he wrote 
and told her, “ Madame, there are here five 
mountains, all beautiful like you, and, like 
you, all solid ice.” * 

* Five mountains ! * cried the fat parent, 
again slipping into a side-issue. 4 Five hun¬ 
dred, I should say.’ 

* Dearest mother! If everyone had your 
generosity,’ cried her eldest son. 

‘ I expect,’ said the second, * he was like 
a crow or a ticket collector, and couldn’t 
count more than five. If you take four eggs 
out of a crow’s nest with nine in it, the crow 
doesn’t miss them; and if you hand a ticket 
collector five tickets, it never strikes him 
that there are seven people in the carriage.’ 

Stumbling across the moraine, they reached 
the ice, and sat down on the last scattered 
blocks of stone to put on their chaussettes. 
They all stared at their feet. 

* I scarcely realised before,’ declared the 
fat lady’s daughter, 4 what neat feet our 
family had.’ 

Nevertheless, the socks were soon felt to be 
a great help. 

4 1 wish somebody would carry my alpine- 
stock,* said the stout lady. 

4 Alpen-stock,’ corrected her family, accord¬ 
ing to the habit of the present generation. 

4 1 don’t care how you pronounce it so long 
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as you take it. It keeps losing its footing, and 
puts the idea into one’s head.* 

Sir Ethelbert showed her how to hold it, 
and she soon found it a great assistance. 

The elder of her two naughty sons suddenly 
pointed at her. 

4 There are two good arguments,’ he ob¬ 
served dispassionately, 4 in favour of keeping 
your eyes tight shut when crossing a glacier; 
one is, that you are not distracted by the wild 
grandeur of the scenery, the other, that by so 
doing you fall into crevasses without knowing 
anything about it, and are saved the anguish of 
anticipation.’ 

The fat lady laughed her delightful laugh 
of immovable good-temper. 

4 1 don’t seem to feel so nervous when I 
close them,* she admitted. 

4 Archie,* said her eldest hope, addressing 
his brother with firm decision, 4 would you 
kindly prise her left eye open with your 
alpenstock, and Madge, you do the same to 
her right. I *11 keep them open.* 

The unclouded midday splendours of the 
sun poured hotly down upon the ice billows— 
dazzling, blistering. Upwards from the yawn¬ 
ing mouths of the ice river breathed a chill 
that made one shiver. 

4 Is one hot, or is one cold?* demanded 
Aunt Jim, of the universe. 
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‘ I’m hot,* admitted the old gentleman, seiz¬ 
ing the opportunity to wipe his beaded brow. 

‘Here,’ observed Sir Ethelbert, 4 we must 
go in single file and keep to the ice steps.* 

At this announcement the fat lady*s family 
deployed, and clattered down the ice hillside 
into the ice valley with a scrupulous avoidance 
of the steps. 

‘ If one might sit down,’ suggested their 
mother, eyeing the steep descent and tiny 
4 steps * with an eye reluctantly opened for the 
purpose. 

Sir Ethelbert relinquished his mother to a 
guide, and went to help her. Joan’s mother 
gave her whole attention to business; her 
daughter helped her, but they did not speak. 

4 1 can talk,’ she said, 4 and I can go over 
glaciers. But I can’t do two things at once.’ 

She went slowly and very gingerly, occasion¬ 
ally casting a distrustful glance at a crevasse, 
as if she expected it to sidle up to her and 
pull her in. 

In the middle they all stood still to rest. 

Where they stood was a hillocky down of 
ice, seamed with tiny trickling water-courses 
that will gape into crevasses some day, but 
not yet. The Montanvert seemed already to 
tower far above. Looking northward down 
the frozen cataracts, one sees the shelf where 
the Mer de Glace calls itself the Glacier des 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


280 


AN ALPINE PRELUDE 


Bois, and these huge blue s6racs, of weird 
form, peer over into the valley. But from 
here the valley is out of sight. Opposite, 
beyond it, one sees the Aiguilles Rouges, but 
not their forest-draped knees. Horribly high 
overhead, to the right, the Aiguille du Dru 
lifts its cruel spire into the sky. And behind 
it, still higher, climbs the Aiguille Verte. 
Much lower, much nearer, stoops the Aiguille 
du Moine. 

‘ And what are those up there ? * demanded 
Ethelbert’s mother, looking up at the dazzling 
pinnacles of the Aiguilles des Charmoz, that 
block everything to their left, in the direction 
of Mont Blanc. 

He told her, and they turned, to see them 
better, with their faces up the valley of the 
great ice sea. 

He pointed out Mont Mallet and the great 
and little Jorasses. Even the fat lady's family 
gazed in silence; and the fat lady's eyes did 
not need to be prised open with alpenstocks. 

Aunt Jim's old gentleman glowed in a 
placid rapture. 

‘ It's not much credit to anyone to believe 
in God in a place like this,’ he said in a low 
voice to Bertie, who happened to be nearest. 
The young man nodded. The sentiment was 
after all Mr. Stock’s, but there was nothing 
alike in its two presentments. 
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* Have you wired for beds here, mamma ? * 
at length demanded the fat lady’s daughter. 

And they began to move on, but leisurely. 
After all it was easy, and one had come far to 
look on this beauty; why snatch only one 
glimpse and hurry away ? 

At the farther moraine they discarded 
their chaussettes, minus the greater part of 
their soles, which had been distributed over 
the glacier. 

Then followed the walk down the valley 
to the Chapeau; the fat lady and her family 
keeping to the high path close above the 
moraine. Sir Ethelbert and his party follow¬ 
ing the lower path by the stream, down the 
tiny green valley and out of sight of the Mer 
de Glace, but with ever-changing views of the 
Aiguilles on their right. 

Joan’s mother was a mild botanist; and they 
found plenty to interest her: and so, in not 
much less than an hour after leaving Montan- 
vert, they came to the Mauvais Pas. 

Sir Ethelbert took up a position of apology 
that it is not worse. 

4 Because it is called the Mauvais Pas, 
everyone thinks it a duty to consider it 
difficult. From that point of view it is quite 
spoiled by the irons.’ 

But Joan’s mother and Mrs. Yorke were 
quite unconvinced. 
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‘ I don’t like the look of it at all,* said the 
latter. 

‘ If one got giddy! ’ suggested the 
former, peering down into the huge confusion 
of the moraine at the rock’s foot. 

4 One doesn’t get giddy,* the young man 
assured her, 4 it *s no height above the glacier.* 

4 You *ve only got to hold on to the irons,’ 
urged her daughter. So, with sighs of in¬ 
effectual resignation, they started. 

The guide went first, followed by Mrs. 
Yorke, who always put all her trust in 4 the 
man,’ whether afloat or ashore. Bertie came 
next, responsible for Joan’s mother and Joan 
herself ; then Aunt Jim’s old gentleman, then 
Aunt Jim. 

Each step, rough cut on the rock’s bald 
and slippery face, was of about the size of the 
stores catalogue, as Mrs. Yorke disgustedly 
remarked. 

Aunt Jim’s old gentleman seemed to find 
it easier with a bit of his tongue out and his 
hand on one side, as if he were a night-school 
pupil writing a copy. At a crucial moment 
his bootlace came untied, and he got left a 
little behind. 

4 I’ve found out his name,’ called out Aunt 
Jim from beyond Joan to her nephew, in a 
whisper that reverberated among the rocks. 
4 It’s Mr. Bland.’ 
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‘ For my part,’ said Bertie severely, * I 
shall always think of him as the wolf in 
chamois clothing.’ 

4 Bertie! * cried his aunt, almost missing 
the next iron in her perturbation of spirit. 

4 For my part,* he continued gloomily, 4 1 
shouldn’t wonder if he had a wife and grown 
up family.’ 

Sir Ethelbert, mindful of the old gentleman’s 
deafness, did not curb his voice much. 

4 And for my part,* declared Miss Hebble- 
thwaite, angrily, 4 1 don’t care if he has eleven 
wives and thirteen grown up families I * 

4 Aunt Jemima ! * expostulated the young 
man. 4 What horrible callousness ! What in¬ 
difference to morality. Thirteen families! 
and only eleven wives I * 

4 Only eleven 1 ’ cried Aunt Jim, between 
agitation and annoyance missing the point. 
4 Enough too ! ’ 

Uncle Jim, as henceforward Bertie called 
him, had made up his lee-way. 

4 That,* he called out, pointing to a pretty 
constellation of white flowers six feet above 
their heads in an oozy cleft of the rock, 4 is a 
saxifrage, I think.* 

4 Non, monsieur,* shouted the guide, who had 
a miraculous power of overhearing , 4 9 a l’imite 
beaucoup. Mais 9 a n’est pas un saxifrage 
veritable.* 
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4 Shall I try and get it for your mamma ? ’ 
inquired the wolf in chamois clothing, gallantly, 
of Joan. 

4 Don’t think of it 1 ’ protested Aunt Jim. 
You’d break your neck, and very likely cause 
a rock avalanche.’ 

Thus adjured, Mr. Bland abandoned his 
dangerous proposal very readily, and the 
party crept on in safety. 
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CHAPTER X 

SIR ETHELBERT 

Sir Ethelbert Yorke and Joan were again 
alone together. 

They had rested only a few minutes at the 
Chapeau, finding no inducement to linger. It 
is, indeed, as the guide explains to you, 4 tr&s 
belle point de vue,’ but one can find others by 
the score quite as fine. 

At the entrance of the forest the mules 
were found waiting; and, by some happy 
chance, an extra mule which no one wanted. 
So that Uncle Jim was able to ride home, 
and the three elderly ladies had an efficient 
escort. 

Very soon Ethelbert and Joan left the 
mule track, and turned into the forest to its 
left as one descends. It is a genuine short 
cut, and saves on the whole almost three- 
quarters of an hour at least; but it soon 
becomes very hot, for the forest is very 
quickly left behind, and the path skirts the 
old moraine, among shadeless rocks that have 
been baking in the sun all day. 

The Glacier des Bois has receded vastly 

286 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


286 


AN ALPINE PRELUDE 


for many years, and came down once, so they 
say, to the village, as it calls itself, of Les 
Bois. In any other country than Savoie 
these four or five brown ch&lets would scarcely 
have the effrontery to call themselves a hamlet. 

Nowadays it is a long way from Les Bois 
to the first s£rac of the glacier, out of whose 
blue foot starts the Arveyron. The course 
of the receded glacier is hugely marked and 
is now an oven of slag and <Ubris . 

As they descended neither of the young 
people talked much. The path necessitates 
single file, and it was too hot. The very lizards 
pretend that it is too warm, until you come 
close up and peep at them out of the corner 
of your eye, whereupon they vanish. 

It was, however, evidently not too hot for 
flirtation, as presently appeared. Sir Ethelbert 
went first, and his companion stopped to get a 
rather scarce rock-leek without his knowing. 

Passing round a corner of rock some one 
jumped at him and said * Bo 1 * 

He started a little, and then tried not to 
laugh. 

4 Oh, I beg your pardon! * cried the young 
lady, for it was a young lady; 4 1 thought it was 
my brother.* 

Perhaps she did. It was possible also 
that she had laid this jocular ambuscade for 
the young gentleman whom Ethelbert had 
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christened Faute de Mieux. As it transpired, 
that youth was himself lying in wait behind 
another rock for Miss Hunter. 

Sir Ethelbert and that young lady walked 
on together for a little way, the former keeping 
up a dropping fusillade of small conversation 
by way of covering, as it were, her retreat in 
the direction of her lately evacuated dignity. 

Faute de Mieux hearing his voice, and 
hearing also the sound of two people’s foot¬ 
steps, concluded that it was the young baronet 
and his friend, both of whom he secretly 
venerated as ‘ swells.’ They passed on there¬ 
fore unmolested, followed presently by Joan, 
who had secured her red rock-leek and was 
rather hot and ruffled by the necessary 
exertion; not perhaps specially delighted, 
either, at perceiving that their duet had been 
changed somehow into a trio. 

By one of those odd impulses that so 
frequently overtake two people walking any¬ 
where, Miss Hunter and Sir Ethelbert simul¬ 
taneously turned and looked back. 

At the turn of the path they beheld Joan, 
under her green-lined cotton sunshade, on the 
top of which at that precise moment a pebble 
fell mysteriously. Joan hastily moved the 
parasol aside, whereupon another pebble 
rattled quite loudly on her straw hat. A 
smothered chuckle of pleased success was 
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audible even to the pair in front, and from 
out of his ambuscade leapt Faute de Mieux 
with a triumphant 4 Yoicks ! * 

Ethelbert laughed undisguisedly, and even 
Joan smiled. But her smile was not so 
innocuous as his healthy laughter. 

4 A case of mistaken identity 1 ’ she said, 
serenely cutting short the abject protestations 
of poor Faute de Mieux. 

4 And now,’ thought Bertie, 4 we may as 
well 44 balancer to partners.” ’ Only he did 
not quite see how to affect it. 

For a few minutes they all moved on in 
single file down the narrow, unshaded path 
among the baking rocks. Then Miss Hunter 
declared she had a pebble in her shoe, and 
begged them all to go on while she took it 
out. They did so till the next twist of the 
path, then Faute de Mieux fell back, saying 
that he would wait for his friend. Joan and 
Bertie were evidently expected to relieve the 
others of the embarrassment of their presence; 
so they went on, the wretched undergraduate 
pouring out apologies to the last. 

Then he hurried back to his companion 
in misfortune, not knowing, however, of her 
indiscretion. 

4 Oh, Lord! 5 he cried, sinking in a heap 
at her side; for he found her, as he had 
expected, moodily seated on a rock. 
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She let off a sharp, short laugh like the 
crack of a saloon pistol. 

‘ It’s all very well to snigger! ’ cried the 
wretched youth. 4 All very well for you.* 

4 Laugh ? Of course I shall laugh. 
Haven’t I the right to ? You don’t seem to 
see how your silly trick gave me away.’ 

4 Oh, don’t I ? I see it all. And they ’re 
such a couple of swells. She’s an honourable 
and he’s a baronet! ’ 

Miss Hunter smiled sardonically. But she 
did not tell her friend how she had also 
popped out 4 Bo-ing ’ at this aristocratic 
stranger. It would much have relieved him; 
but she did not. 

4 Stuck-up pigs ! ’ she exclaimed. 4 No 
doubt they ’re roaring at our expense behind 
that rock.* 

To tell the truth, her suspicion was not 
very far wide of the mark. 

4 Are you going to have a fit ? ’ Joan 
was demanding at that moment, looking 
apprehensively at her companion’s flushed 
visage. 

4 1 shouldn’t be at all surprised,* he replied, 
in a smothered voice; 4 1 should be all right 
if I might laugh out loud and long ; but think 
how it would echo, here among these rocks, and 
how brutally cruel it would be to let them 
hear us.* 
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He proceeded to tell her how he too had 
been the victim of a mistaken identity. 

Presently the path led down into the flat 
and smooth valley, which had once been the 
floor of the glacier; and he informed her that 
it was all easy-going now. 

At the ch&let which called itself ‘ Aux 
Sources d’Arveyron ’ he got her a glass of 
milk from a small boy of seven or eight, who 
appeared to have been left in charge. He 
feigned idiocy with a good deal of success, 
but demanded seventy-five centimes for two 
glasses of skim milk, which caused the English¬ 
man to doubt the idiocy altogether. 

Instead of striking into the Martigny road, 
he showed his companion a much cooler way 
home by a grassy lane and through the 
wood. 

‘ I think,’ remarked the girl presently, * that 
those people manage to enjoy life better than 
we do.’ 

He knew, of course, that she was thinking 
of the young couple whose innocent diversions 
they had unwittingly diverted. 

‘ If you like,’ he offered good-naturedly, ‘ I 
will walk on and jump out at you from behind 
a tree.’ 

‘ Don’t trouble. I should not enjoy it as 
much as Miss Hunter.’ 

* I dare say not.’ He had a shrewd 
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suspicion that Miss Hunter’s delight in being 
thus made the victim of strategy would 
have been due to other causes than the mere 
pleasure of being startled. 

‘ You think,’ he observed after a moment, 
‘ that they enjoy themselves more readil 
than we do ? * 

‘ Yes. They are more easily pleased. On 
the whole, I rather envy that class.’ 

4 That’s because you don’t happen to belong 
to it. If you did, you would spend your life 
trying to elbow yourself up into the class 
you are in now.* 

She laughed a little. 

* How do you know I am such a snob ? ’ 

4 It is not snobbish to perceive a certain 
excellence and want to attain to it.’ 

4 Put that way, it is merely coveting your 
neighbour’s good, and breaking the tenth 
commandment.’ 

Bertie sighed impatiently. The genius of 
the female mind for real or affected misunder¬ 
standing had always infuriated him. 

4 It is not coveting your neighbour’s goods 
to wish to acquire his virtues. And it is not 
coveting his 44 good ” that is forbidden.’ 

4 Do you consider it a virtue to be a gentle¬ 
man in our sense of the word—rather than a 
“ gent ” ? ’ 

4 It *s the result of virtue.’ 

02 
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The young lady made a sound indicative 
of a great number of notes of interrogation. 

‘Do you consider Lord-a piece of 

virtue ? ’ she demanded. ‘ No one would agree 
with you if you said he was not a gentleman.’ 

* I admit he is a gentleman. He inherits 
it from ever so many predecessors better 
than himself. But he is not so fully a gentle¬ 
man as old Lord-, his father. One seldom 

becomes quite a gentleman in one generation, 
nor in one generation is it all destroyed; but 

people like Lord-do their best; they make 

an excellent beginning. And it will tell in 
his son. The chances are that his son will 
be much less of a gentleman even than his 
rip of a father.* 

‘Sometimes I think,’ the girl remarked, 

* that no men are quite such gentlemen as 
people used to be. It’s not the fashion.* 

‘ I think that, too, now and then,* he 
answered. But presently he continued: 

4 One is probably wrong, though. It is a 
sort of laus temporis acti , which is pretty sure 
to be due to ignorance. After all, there were 

plenty of men like Lord - formerly—in 

Charles II.’s time, in Fielding’s, in Richard¬ 
son’s, only they were more picturesquely 
dressed.’ 

‘ Nevertheless,* declared Joan, doubling 
back abruptly, ‘ I think middle-class people 
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have rather the best of it. As you say, that 
youth behind very likely wishes he were you.’ 
‘ I never said anything of the kind/ 

* And perhaps/ she continued imperturb¬ 
ably, ‘ the girl thinks it would be rather a fine 
thing to be me. But they have, all the same, 
had a much more delightful day, to their taste, 
than you and I have, to ours/ 

The young man looked injured. 

‘ I rather hoped you had enjoyed yourself 1 * 
he remarked with smiling reproach. 

4 Oh! so I have/ she declared stoutly. 
4 We all have, I’m sure. But we have none 
of us enjoyed ourselves like that/ 

4 For one thing/ he observed, 4 they have 
been in the enjoyment of a prosperous flirtation/ 
4 Obviously. But, flirtation apart, all the 
44 Stores party/’ as your mother calls them, 
are frankly given over to enjoyment. I stick 
to it that we do not enjoy ourselves like that 
in our circle/ 

4 Oh, because our pleasures are less rare. 
We enjoy ourselves more all the year round. 
A holiday means nothing at all to us/ 

The argument continued, as most argu¬ 
ments do, without producing much modifica¬ 
tion of opinion in either of them. 

They had left the woods now, and were 
crossing a flat hayfield where peasants were 
at work. 
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* These people seem to me so good,’ she 
remarked. 

‘ They ’re wonderfully clean, anyway,’ he 
replied, 4 and that’s the next thing.’ 

4 That again,’ she objected, 4 depends on 
the class. I generally notice that scamps, 
especially if they are women, in our condition 
of life are fastidiously clean.’ 

He laughed. 

4 So do I notice that. I suppose it is the 
law of compensation. They know their souls 
are rather unkempt, so they have to wash and 
comb their bodies all the harder.* 
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CHAPTER XI 
t£te-A-t£te 

Skirting the little farm-house, Bertie led 
the way by two wooden bridges, both very 
rickety, on to the highroad from Martigny, 
level, shadeless, and dusty, that keeps close 
beside the Arve to the entrance of the 
village. 

A couple of jingling, swaying ‘ Berlines ’ 
presently overtook them, full of priests who 
had been to a conference at Argenti&res. 
They left a plentiful bequest of dust behind 
them. 

Bertie and Joan passed on. M. Claret, 
the watchmaker, stood at his door conversing 
across the street with Mile. Devouassoud, the 
confectioner. The young man was quite an 
old inhabitant, and they both knew him. 
Wherever he went, people liked him, which was 
very just, for as a general rule he liked people. 
He was hopelessly optimistic, and found the 
world an excellent place. So the world at once 
detected his own excellence. 

‘ How they beam on you! 5 observed 
Joan. 
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* They *re an awfully good sort, the people 
here/ he replied. He made the same dis¬ 
covery everywhere. 

As they turned round the bend of the road 
by the diligence office, the steps of their 
hotel came full in view. Six people were 
standing on them; one was M. le Directeur. 
Three were ladies, to wit, Joan’s mother and 
Bertie’s and his aunt. 

‘ Who is Uncle Jim talking to ? * wondered 
the young man; 4 a new arrival, evidently.’ 

The girl stared, and looked half surprised. 

‘ Why,’ she said, ‘ it *s George 1 ’ 

A sudden disagreeable suspicion crept into 
Bertie’s mind; but he was too polite to ask 
4 And who may George be ? * The gentleman 
so called was already advancing to meet 
them. He seemed delighted to see Joan; but 
did not appear to treat the presence of her 
companion as a matter of special gratulation, 
or, indeed, importance. 

4 Hulloa, Joan! ’ he called out, 4 you are 
looking fit.’ 

She seemed glad to see him, but not quite 
so glad as he evidently was to see her. 

She turned to Bertie and introduced the 
two men. 

4 Captain Gresley—Sir Ethelbert Yorke.’ 

They took off their hats, but the elder 
man did not seem much elated at the addition 
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to his acquaintance. He was at least ten years 
older than Bertie, and his face was hard and 
weather-worn. He was rather good-looking, 
but the expression of his cold eyes was dis¬ 
agreeable, and the spare moustache did not 
altogether veil the superciliousness of his mouth. 

‘ I have brought you some letters,’ he said, 
turning entirely to Joan, as if giving her 
companion his congi. 

Sir Ethelbert lifted his hat again, and moved 
on; they stood still in the middle of the road. 
As Captain Gresley had handed Joan the 
letters, Bertie could not help seeing the name 
on the top one; it was addressed in a huge 
hand of the feeblest femininity to 4 The Honble. 
Mrs. Gresley.’ 

So the young man reached the hotel 
feeling, somehow, less cheerful than he had 
done before they turned the corner by the 
Bureau P.L.M. As a rule he liked people, 
and he liked to do so. But he was quite sure 
that he should never like Captain Gresley— 
even if that warrior would give him the chance, 
which he certainly would not. The two young 
men had scarcely exchanged a glance, but 
it was quite enough for one of them. 

4 What has this fellow to do with my 
womankind ? ’ the elder man’s stone-grey 
eyes demanded hardly. 

And Bertie felt with irritation that his 
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own had faltered almost guiltily. How was 
he to know that his friend of a day had a 
husband ? 

As he passed into the hotel, Louis was 
stooping to pick up a half-crumpled envelope 
that had been untidily thrown down there. It 
was very easy to read the name on it: ‘ Capt. 
the Honble. G. Gresley. The Blacks.’ 

Louis was less suffused with smiles than 
usual. He welcomed Bertie with a subdued 
sympathy that was extraordinarily comic, 
but, at the moment, slightly irritating. He 
was devoted to the young Englishman, and 
it had seemed to him a partie carrie before the 
arrival of the pretty young lady’s husband. 
Who, indeed, had even supposed she had any 
husband ? 

In the hall Bertie found his own women- 
kind still attended by ‘Uncle Jim,’ Joan’s 
mother was reading some letters, so was Mrs. 
Yorke ; Miss Hebblethwaite was chatting 
with great gusto to the wolf in chamois 
clothing. 

‘ We are all to have surprises, it seems,’ 
called out Mrs. Yorke from her letter. ‘ This is 
from Sybil; she has made up her mind to come 
on here after all, and may be here any time— 
that’s my daughter-in-law,’ she explained to 
Joan’s mother, for that lady had paused and 
was looking up from her own letter. She smiled 
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and returned to its perusal. And presently 
they all moved upstairs. 

By the time he had changed Bertie thought 
he might as well go and see the diligence arrive. 
He looked in at his mother’s room on the way 
down. 

* I may as well go round and see the diligence 
come in,* he said. ‘As you say, Sybil may 
very well arrive to-night. She is so erratic. 
If she was coming she might just as well have 
come with us. She will probably expect us to 
stay on now another three weeks to suit her.’ 

An hour ago three weeks more of Chamonix 
would not have seemed at all disagreeable to 
this changeable young man. But just at 
present he felt that he would soon get tired of it. 

‘ No one can ever tell what Syb will 
do,’ declared her mother-in-law, ‘ except that 
it is pretty sure to be something rather 
inconvenient to everyone else.’ 

Bertie went off, not wishing to assist at any 
further adverse criticisms of the erratic Sybil, 
and already rather ashamed of his own. He 
was one of those men who feel any unflattering 
discussion of women to be rather unmanly. 

As he passed out, Captain and Mrs. Gresley 
were standing on the steps. Bertie lifted his 
hat again. 

‘ I .’m going to meet the diligence again,’ he 
said, with a smile, to the lady. 
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Captain Gresley did not seem to think 
Sir Ethelbert’s movements of any public 
interest. But Joan gave him an answering 
smile, and suggested to her companion that 
they should go too. This, however, the gallant 
officer flatly declined to do. 

‘ Of all senseless occupations,’ he declared, 
4 1 know none so imbecile as that of watching 
the arrival of a steamboat or a diligence by 
which one expects no one.’ 

As Bertie stood in the street awaiting 
the diligence, he asked himself if it were only 
yesterday that he and his kinsfolk had 
witnessed the arrival of * The Austrians.’ It 
seemed already a family acquaintance of long 
standing 1 He had, however, to admit that, 
rapid as had been its rise and growth, it was 
not likely to develop much further. His 
reflexions were not unduly prolonged, for the 
diligence arrived very soon after he had 
embarked upon them, and from the coupS 
descended Lady Yorke, miraculously free from 
dust or travel-stain. 

4 Why, you ’re not in the least dusty 1 ’ 
exclaimed Sir Ethelbert as, their greetings over, 
they turned towards the hotel. 

‘ Dusty ! My dear Bertie—as if I was ever 
dusty! ’ 

Lady Yorke was probably not quite so 
ridiculously young as she looked. Mrs. 
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Gresley, who was still on the doorstep, though 
Captain Gresley was no longer to be seen, at 
once decided that the little lady was older— 
‘ than that poor deluded boy/ But certainly 
Lady Yorke’s appearance was marvellously 
youthful; her eyes were of that sort of 
intense blue that suggests a wax doll, or a 
little girl in Madeira trimmings and a broad 
sash; and they were wide open with the 
chronic astonishment of infancy. Her hair, 
too, was absurdly golden for adolescence, but 
that its yellow abundance owed anything to 
art, either as to colour or quantity, was an 
unfounded suspicion of Mrs. Gresley’s. 
Nothing could be fresher, more inexperienced, 
than the soft whites and carnations of her 
complexion. 

‘ Hateful little pretty Miss! * said Mrs. 
Gresley, as she watched the tiny lady trip 
along by Bertie’s side. 

* May I introduce Lady Yorke,’ he said, 
as they reached the steps ; and the two ladies 
bowed and took stock of each other. 

‘ Perky and not good-looking,* declared 
Lady Yorke far beneath her smile. Her smile 
was that of an archangel in its teens. 

‘ Any intelligent ugliness would be prefer¬ 
able to such good looks,’ asserted Mrs. Gresley 
in the recesses of her mind. 

It may as well at once be admitted that 
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Lady Yorke was constitutionally jealous. My 
own theory is that most of us are necessarily 
jealous where we really love much ; but Lady 
Yorke had an inexhaustible fund of jealousy 
for use, even where she had scarcely any affec¬ 
tion of her own to be alarmed. 

Mrs. Gresley would have stoutly denied 
ever being jealous at all. 
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CHAPTER XII 

UNEXPECTED PLEASURES 

The two families saw little of each other for 
the next few days, and it seemed to Sir Ethel- 
bert that the brief intimacy had already 
almost faded into a memory. 

Lady Yorke was exigeante , and monopolised 
him, even had there been any appearance of 
an opening on the other side for continued 
intercourse. But there was not much show of 
anything of the kind. Captain Gresley pre¬ 
sented, as Bertie grimly told himself, an 
unbroken front; and Joan betrayed no desire 
to improve such chances as did now and then 
occur of renewed acquaintance. She seemed, 
for some unknown reason, annoyed with him ; 
and he was himself sufficiently piqued at the 
veiled impertinence of Captain Gresley’s 
manner. 

‘ Tell me about your friend with the 
scowl and the dusky locks,* demanded Lady 
Yorke one afternoon, as Bertie strode along 
beside her mule in the direction of the Fl£g&re. 

Aunt Jemima, escorted by the wolf in 
chamois clothing, who, however, was mounted 
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like herself, rode a hundred yards behind, Mrs. 
Yorke and the guide led the cortege another 
hundred yards in front. 

‘ You mean Mrs. Gresley ? * 

* Of course. She’s your only local friend ; 
anyway, she *s the only one with a scowl.* 

* She doesn’t scowl.* 

‘ She certainly scowls at me.* 

‘ She certainly does not scowl at me.* 

* Anything but,’ agreed Lady Yorke irritat¬ 
ingly ; * that *s the point. Her husband does 
though.’ 

‘ Does he ? I’m sure I don’t care.* 

4 No doubt,’ said Lady Yorke, 4 she has 
by now told him all about it. Women always 
do that.* 

Bertie sniffed suggestively; he was too polite 
to protest aloud against his companion’s 
judging all womankind by herself. 

* I am of opinion,* the lady continued, 
4 that the arrival of Captain Gresley—and 
myself—was not opportune.’ 

* Opportune 1 * 

4 Yes. That was my word ; if he or I had 
been a day later you would probably have 
made a fool of yourself.* 

The young man reddened angrily. He did 
not look at his companion, who, however, 
watched him inquisitively. He looked straight 
forward, scanning the distant glacier somewhat 
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grimly. He was really good-tempered, but 
there were things that could almost infallibly 
ruffle him, and Lady Yorke knew them 
intuitively. 

‘ From all I can hear,’ pursued the little 
lady, ‘ nothing but the arrival of Captain 
Gresley would have ever have made any of 
you innocent lambs suppose that the young 
woman was femme couverte. Aunt Jim assures 
me it was quite a blow to her to discover there 
was a husband/ 

Bertie strode on in silence, occasionally 
harpooning a defenceless harebell with his 
alpenstock. 

About the same time Captain Gresley was 
descending the Br6vent with Mrs. Gresley, 
by way of Plan Praz ; and was annoying that 
lady not a little by the persistence with which 
he recurred to a subject she was a good deal 
set on avoiding. 

‘ Look here,’ he said at last, ‘ so far as I 
know, there’s no reward offered for doing this 
in any particular time. Can’t we take it a bit 
easier ? ’ 

* By all means,’ agreed the lady, not slacken¬ 
ing her pace much, however; for she fancied 
that rapid motion down a steep mountain-side 
must leave little opportunity for the subject 
she was avoiding. 

Possibly her companion was much of her 
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opinion, and for that reason would have 
welcomed a more leisurely progression. 

Presently fortune favoured him a little; 
they came upon a bed of white alpine lilies, and 
Joan could not resist them. She sat down and 
picked right and left, the sombre warrior 
watching her with a sort of quaint annoyance. 

‘ Joan,’ he blurted out at last, * do give me 
a chance! ’ 

She looked down at him serenely (she sat 
about three feet higher above the level of 
the sea than he did), and paused to rub her 
nose dispassionately with a blue gentian. 

‘ You know very well that I have to go 
away again to-morrow,’ he urged with some 
pathos. 

‘Is to-morrow the 22nd?’ she remarked, 
without much external emotion. 

* And you must know what I came for! ’ 
he said, watching her almost hungrily for 
some show of anything kinder than indiffer¬ 
ence. 

The girl moved her head impatiently. 

* Did I ask you to come ? * she asked. 

* Have I encouraged you to say why you did 
come ? Have I given you the least ground for 
thinking your coming was any good ? ’ 

To which three queries the gentleman 
replied by a sigh so exaggerated as to be 
almost a groan. 
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4 Look here,’ he persisted, after a stony 
pause, during which Joan gazed across the 
valley at Mont Blanc as if its presence there 
was a tactless intrusion. 4 Look here, Joan ! 
I *m not going to hold my tongue for fear of a 
mere snubbing ; God knows I’m used to that. 
I should despise myself if I went away after 
all without saying what I came here on 
purpose to say.’ 

She ceased to resent the presence of Mont 
Blanc, and bent her eyes on his upturned 
face with a patient anger. 

4 Oh—well! ’ she said. And with this 
scant permission he continued. 

4 1 determined I would ask you again and 
once again, if you love me.’ 

4 What did I say before ? ’ 

4 That you did not,* he admitted reluctantly. 

4 You make me say it again.’ 

4 But cannot you learn to love me ? ’ 

4 1 don’t know. I do not mean to try.’ 

4 You won’t try ? * he cried angrily. 

4 Why should I ? ’ she demanded less loudly, 
but perhaps twice as angrily. 4 1 told you 
from the very first I could not love you—if you 
would not be always harping on that I could 
really like you very much. Why not let 
love alone, and like each other ? * 

4 Because,’ he cried, getting on his feet and 
speaking with a fierce anger, 4 because it is not 
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enough. Because it is less than no good. 
Like you! If I did not love you, I should hate 
you with all my heart. I often do.’ 

He gazed at her with flaming eyes. 

‘ I am sorry,’ she said coldly. ‘ If we 
quarrel it will not be my doing. Why should 
we push it to that ? Why not go on being good 
friends as we are ? ’ 
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CHAPTER XIII 

PERFECT FREEDOM 

On the following afternoon Sir Ethelbert 
Yorke was strolling alone through the woods 
that lead towards Argentine, and in those same 
woods Mrs. Gresley was reading a novel, also 
alone. But neither of them at all supposed 
that the other was alone, and each supposed 
the other to be making an expedition, perhaps 
to the Gorges de la Diosaz, perhaps to Bel 
Achat. 

Bertie had not the least idea that Captain 
Gresley had departed by the morning diligence; 
and Mrs. Gresley was quite unaware that a 
telegram from her smart friends at Geneva had 
caused Lady Yorke to leave by the afternoon 
one. 

4 Good-bye,’ that lady had said as Bertie 
made her comfortable in her coupi, ‘ and 
don’t have a relapse. Oh, don’t try to look 
innocent; you know very well I allude to 
your dark friend with the scowl.’ 

4 Captain Gresley will look after that,’ said 
the young man, without any hint of gratitude 
for the attention. 

309 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


AN ALPINE PRELUDE 


810 


‘ Let us hope so,’ aspired the lady. 

No one saw poor Captain Gresley off; 
and he forgot to tip poor little Louis, who had 
carried all his things to the diligence. He 
took his place on the banquette , with a gloomy 
countenance, and, as he was rolled aw$y 
down the valley towards Le Fayet, he surveyed 
the famous landscape with disgusted eyes. 

‘ I must say,’ he said to himself, ‘ I do 
detest an alp.’ 

I fear it would be inaccurate to represent 
either gentleman or lady as much missed. 

‘ Why can’t people let well alone ? ’ 
demanded Joan, whenever Captain Gresley’s 
discomfited image confronted her memory. 
And as for Bertie, he never thought of Lady 
Yorke at all. 

‘ She is one of those people,’ he once said 
of her, ‘ whom no one ever remembers except 
in their presence.’ 

* Is that a bull or an epigram ? ’ his 
mother, to whom the remark had been made, 
had wondered. 

But though he was not thinking of Lady 
Yorke, he certainly felt much more comfortable 
without her. It felt cooler since she was gone ; 
the Alps themselves had seemed slightly 
affected during her stay. Lady Yorke was 
capable of making a desert island seem 
suburban. 
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However, she was gone now, and Bertie was 
conscious that he was in an excellent temper. 

Presently he turned a corner, for the path 
through the wood is exceedingly tortuous; 
and there, a dozen yards in front of him, sat 
Mrs. Gresley. 

‘ I wonder where her husband is,’ thought 
Bertie, trying not to peer into the bushes. 

‘ How far behind is his wife, I wonder,* 
thought Mrs. Gresley. 

Then they exchanged greetings : the young 
man’s being noticeably more cordial than the 
young woman’s. 

‘ At last,’ he observed, * my family duties 
are intermitted, and I have an afternoon off.* 

She could sympathise with his feeling, but 
she disapproved of its expression. 

‘ So have I,’ she explained. And he, too, 
felt that she ought not to look so glad. 

4 1 hope,’ he said politely, ‘ Captain Gresley 
is not unwell 1 * 

* So far as I am aware,’ she replied, * he 
is in his usual health ; and Lady Yorke ? * 

4 Oh, Lady Yorke is always well. She 
thinks people are ill on purpose.’ 

Now Bertie had thought the lady’s tone 
unduly indifferent when alluding to her 
husband’s well-being; and she, in her turn, 
thought his flippantly cavalier in replying to 
her inquiries concerning his wife’s, 
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They both cast about for a change of 
subject. But after all, he, who spoke first, did 
not wander far afield. 

* She has gone back to Geneva,’ he observed, 
with ill-concealed satisfaction. 

‘ So you ’re roaming the woods discon¬ 
solate.’ 

‘ Yes ! I’m roaming the woods.’ 

He did not declare that he was not 
disconsolate; but neither did he affirm that 
he was. He did, however, permit himself to 
appear of an unbridled cheerfulness. 

‘ I think,’ said the lady didactically, 
* you ought to seem more depressed.’ 

He looked genuinely surprised. 

‘ Depressed! ’ he exclaimed, with expressive 
brevity. 

Mrs. Gresley still disapproved of him, but 
she could not help laughing. 

‘You are trbs land? she said; ‘the very 
idea seems to you preposterous.’ 

‘ Well, yes ; to tell the truth it does. Of 
course, Sybil and I are excellent friends, and 
she might stay at Chamonix as long as she 
liked for me ; but if she finds Geneva and her 
smart friends there more to her taste than the 
Alps and us—why ! I’m sure I don’t quarrel 
with her for going.’ 

‘ But you ought to miss her, all the same.’ 

‘ Ought I, indeed 1 well, the duties of life 
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certainly develop. I don’t think I could miss 
Sybil if I tried.’ 

They were strolling along leisurely, and he 
laughed blandly to himself at the idea suggested. 
She scanned him with sidelong conjecture. 

* And she—doesn’t she miss you either ? ’ 

He laughed cheerfully. 

4 Syb ? miss me ? Good Lord, what an idea 1 
I don’t believe Sybil would know how to set 
about missing anybody.’ 

‘ After all,’ said the young lady presently, 
‘ it sounds a very comfortable arrangement. 
It must save you both a great deal of worry.’ 

4 Obviously, as we are scarcely ever to¬ 
gether. At least, we often meet; but it is 
generally only for a few days at a time.* 

4 On the whole, you are rather a queer 
couple! ’ said Mrs. Gresley: but she kept 
it to herself, and externally held her peace. 

4 Well, now she has gone I hope we shall 
see some more of you,* she remarked, after a 
pause. 

4 Well, that, to tell the truth, depends 
chiefly on your side of the story. I don’t think 
Captain Gresley is fully alive to my charms 
yet.’ 

4 To be candid, I dare say he is not. But 
you see, Captain Gresley has also gone away.’ 

Bertie loyally endeavoured to conceal his 
elation, but could only say— 
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4 How you must miss him! ’ with a smile 
at his own tu quoque. 

4 Indeed I don’t. He was in a bad temper 
all the time he was here; and I am delighted 
he has gone.’ 

4 Dear me ! * said Bertie, 4 considering the 
high standard you floated for me, I should have 
expected more sensibility on your part.’ 

4 The cases,’ said the lady sententiously, 
4 are very different.’ 

‘Very different indeed,* assented Bertie, 
with a vast parade of subtle meaning. 

4 1 am at least free to miss Captain Gresley 
or not as I choose,* remarked the lady rather 
haughtily. 

4 Assuredly. But if it will not make you 
too angry I would claim the same liberty in 
respect of Lady Yorke.’ 

4 Captain Gresley,* she said fiercely, 4 is 
not my wife ! ’ 

4 So I should suppose. And for the matter 
of that, Lady Yorke is not my husband.’ 

They stood still in the broad green path, 
with the cool depths of the wood all around 
them, and surveyed each other with deliberate 
and gathering curiosity. 

4 Is it possible,’ she inquired, 4 that I 
have been mistaken in supposing that Lady 
Yorke was your wife ? ’ 

He laughed loud and long. 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


AN ALPINE PRELUDE 


815 


‘ Sybil my wife ? Why, barring my mother, 
I fancy she’s about the only woman in the 
world who, in the present state of our laws, 
couldn’t be; she is my brother’s widow.* 

Mrs. Gresley was scarcely aware how pleased 
she looked to hear it. 

4 And—if I too may ask a question—is 
Captain Gresley not your husband ? ’ 

4 Heaven forbid,’ replied the lady, 4 he’s 
my late husband’s first cousin.* 

4 1 must say I am glad to hear it,’ exclaimed 
Sir Ethelbert, with every appearance of can¬ 
dour. But Mrs. Gresley scarcely appeared to be 
listening. 

4 If I had thought of it,* she declared care¬ 
lessly, 4 1 might have known Lady Yorke was 
too young to be your wife.’ 

4 On the contrary,’ said this guileless young 
man promptly, 4 she is a year older than I am. 
She *s the widow of my elder brother, you 
know.’ 

4 1 knew she was,* remarked the lady with 
immeasurable complacency, but to herself, 
4 those baby-looking women are always old 
enough to be one’s aunts.’ 
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CHAPTER I 

It did not occur to him that there could be 
any doubt as to his present duty. With his 
training there could be but the one dismal 
exit from such a position of utterly hopeless 
dishonour. He had disgraced a noble name 
and a splendid regiment, and the stage of life 
must be quit of him. Thus ran the code in 
which he had been reared, rather quaintly 
called the code of honour ; and, terrible as had 
been his one lapse, he had no present thought 
of further infraction. 

He was at no pains to understand how his 
voluntary death could make less bitter to 
his family or his late comrades the memory of 
his disgrace. Perhaps his nature did not lean 
to analysis; possibly he was not an adept 
at understanding anything. He possessed, very 
likely, a set of mere half-animal instincts and 
intuitions, which insisted on being obeyed, or 
revenged themselves by causing unspeakable 
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ruin and confusion, but which were at no pains 
to explain or justify themselves intellectually. 
And it may be taken for granted that Raoul 
found his poor brain in a state of chaos and 
blackness through which there was no use 
attempting to see clearly. If he could be said 
to understand anything at all, it was the one 
dismal necessity already mentioned—that of 
ceasing to exist as soon as possible. 

For so he worded it: partly because in 
France the holiest person speaks of death as a 
cessation of existence ; and partly and because 
his ideas did, in truth, not stretch consciously 
beyond the limits of the present, visible state 
of things. He had, as a matter of fact, been 
brought up a Catholic, and had duly learned 
that the fate of a wilful suicide is final and 
inevitable damnation ; and in some dim, vague 
fashion he even at present believed this. But 
he believed it academically only, as a mere 
proposition concerning which he had been 
informed there was only one orthodox opinion. 
Unquestionably he believed it was now his 
duty to commit suicide ; but how he made that 
monstrous duty tally with his other belief 
is beyond my power to tell you. His sole 
certainty was as to the method. All the 
conventional means of exit seemed needlessly 
revolting or banal. They are four, of which 
one is usually confined to the lower orders; 
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and Raoul could not bring himself either to 
blow his brains out or to cut his throat, to 
hang himself or to take poison. 

This uncertainty caused a delay for which, 
otherwise, he would have found no excuse 
or reason. In flying from France he had, 
according to his odd standard, done no wrong ; 
he had in fact done what was inevitable, for if 
he remained he would be liable to arrest; and 
though, seemingly, his family and regiment 
would to all possible extent be exonerated by 
his death, his legal punishment would have 
been a further and unpardonable outrage on 
them. But now, safe in England, it behoved 
him in no wise to delay needlessly his further 
departure. Besides, he was penniless or nearly 
so; he had better let some few coins outlive 
him. 

He found the English seaport intolerably 
dull and depressing. With some grimness the 
young cuirassier told himself that in any case 
suicide would have been a local and a season¬ 
able suggestion, even had he not come to this 
abominable little town on purpose. 

He walked along the digue , or esplanade 
as he perceived the natives called it, and he 
wondered at the apathetic misery of its air. 
He could see the coast of France, or imagined 
that he could, and he thought of it already with 
the sick longing of an exile, though less than 
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four hours ago he had rushed from it as from 
the pestilence. 

At Calais he had well-nigh had the question 
of how he should achieve his exit settled out of 
hand. For on descending (no figure of speech at 
Calais) he had seen in front of him a lady whom 
he knew. She was laden with parcels, rugs, 
handbags, and what not, and much flurried 
and preoccupied. The day was very hot, and 
so was the lady. Her little girl added to her 
agitation by mooning along with her silly small 
head persistently over her shoulder, and an¬ 
nouncing in a loud aside that * he was there,* 
and that it was, well, certainly himself. For 
they had joined the train at Amiens and in 
passing along the platform had caught sight 
of him, though he had not, as it happened, seen 
them until now. 

There was an unmistakable expression on 
the child’s precocious face, and Raoul’s dark 
cheek flushed miserably as he recognised it. 
Obviously, Madame knew of his disgrace, and 
Mademoiselle had heard much discussion of it. 
It was the first time in her short life that the 
child had consciously beheld a criminal, and she 
was determined to lose none of the spectacle. 

But presently Mademoiselle went near to 
closing her eyes on all earthly spectacles for 
ever. She lagged so far behind as to momen¬ 
tarily lose her mother in the jostling crowd, and, 
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filled instantly with vacuous and insensate 
alarm, she found herself on the level line, blind 
with confusion, a shunting engine bearing 
remorselessly and unconsciously down upon 
her. An international shriek of horrified Anglo- 
French ejaculation first drew the engine- 
driver’s attention to the child, who had at that 
moment slipped and would inevitably have 
been killed but for Raoul. How he did it 
no one knew less than himself; but somehow 
he had, at the nick of time, flung himself 
forward and cannoned, rather than lifted, the 
little girl into a place of safety. Again rose 
the Anglo-Gallic cry of horror from the pas¬ 
sengers, and again, as it appeared, needlessly, 
for though Raoul limped a little, that was 
because of a twist to his ankle ; the engine had 
not touched him. The child and her mother 
were now the centre of a small but admiring 
crowd of their compatriots. Mademoiselle, 
tardily convinced of her survival, assumed at 
once the air of a heroine. Madame divided 
herself between caresses and reproaches; of 
Heaven she demanded what her cardiac con¬ 
dition would have been had her Z6phine been 
Scrasie by the locomotive; but no diagnosis 
arriving from on high, she lowered her eyes 
and gave them a supererogatory wipe with one 
of the parcels. 

Raoul limped past the group towards the 
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gangway, and raised his hat in passing; but 
probably Madame did not notice the salute, 
or was still too distraught to think of 
etiquette, or even gratitude; she appeared, as 
did the heroine, entirely and imperviously 
^unconscious of it. 

On board, the lady and her daughter gave 
themselves up to sea-sickness, with a sensual 
surrender that was national and deliberate; 
for the Channel was without a ripple, and the 
boat left a track as of divided oil. 

Raoul was not sick. At another time, 
being French, he might have been ; to-day his 
preoccupation was too great. He paced the 
deck and watched the lessening shore of France 
that he was never to see again, with the insen¬ 
sate passion of devotion that only a Frenchman 
has, to the same extent and in the same kind, 
for his country. Of the gathering shadows 
of the grim valley, into which he was hurrying 
down, he thought not at all; even the thought 
of his unutterable disgrace was now only a 
sombre background; for the moment, his 
consciousness was stunned by the knowledge 
that he should never again set foot on yonder 
sinking shore. 

At Dover he decided to go no farther; 
perhaps because he wished no second en¬ 
counter with Madame or her child. He found 
it, as has been said, a town of extinguishing 
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dullness; and it did not strike him how little 
this could matter, seeing on what errand he 
was come. He strolled through the streets 
and found them dismal beyond belief. The 
smug, provincial prosperity and ease of the 
people weighed upon him. Only by shutting 
his eyes could he avoid being reminded by 
everything they saw that he was an outcast 
in a foreign land. Even then his ears would 
tell him the same tale, ay, and his nose; the 
town smelt of England unmistakably. 

Presently he came to an open bit of squalid 
ground, where there was a sort of encampment 
of shooting galleries and shows, and also a 
menagerie; Mrs. Wamble’s Royal Victoria 
and Albert Menagerie and Hippodrome, under 
the persistent and inalienable patronage of the 
Queen and Royal Family. Medallion portraits 
of the Sovereign and her late Consort flanked 
the much-gilded front of the show; between 
was a representation of the performances of 
Count Florizel, the World’s Lion-Tamer and 
Subduer of Tigers. Mrs. Wamble herself sat in 
an exiguous, though highly coloured, box-office 
receiving shillings, with an air of indifference, 
from those who passed in up a hybrid ascent, 
like a cross between an inclined plane and a 
poultry ladder. She was a very fat person, with 
immense copper-gilt rings in her ears, and a 
dusty velvet hat with hearse-like fittings. Her 
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dress had once been ruby plush, but it now 
gave one the suggestion that she cleaned the 
menagerie knives upon it. 

Count Florizel, singularly unlike his por¬ 
trait, stood outside, with a moody air, talking 
to a dissipated looking bandsman in a tarnished 
uniform. The Count himself was attired in a 
costume half royal, half military. Raoul 
spoke to him and discovered that the man was 
French, or, to be more accurate, a French Creole 
from Martinique. Into his title of nobility 
it would be indiscreet to inquire further; 
his real name he voluntarily declared to be 
Philippe Gam6t. 

‘ Do you really do all that ? * inquired 
Raoul, jerking his head towards the pictures. 

‘ All except putting my head in the lion’s 
mouth. The first Coimt Florizel did that. 
But he kept it in too long one day, so the lion 
bit it off. The public did not continue to 
insist on the item; and neither I nor my 
immediate predecessor have done it. The 
other things are, in reality, just as dangerous.’ 

The lion-tamer spoke with a depressed and 
gloomy air that rather interested Raoul. He 
had imagined that there was no real danger 
for such people when once the beasts knew 
them ; obviously this man thought differently. 
4 Is it then dangerous ? ’ he asked, offering 
M. Gam6t a cigarette. 
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Count Florizel gave a short stare of gloomy 
surprise, and helped himself to two cigarettes. 
He observed that the case was of some black 
metal with a coronet and an initial of diamonds 
upon the side. ‘ You try,’ he remarked, 
pithily. 

‘ I will try if you like/ said Raoul quietly. 

The two young men’s eyes met. In a 
scampish sort of way M. Gamdt was good- 
looking, and whatever was wrong with Raoul 
it was not his exterior. His face was very 
handsome and his slight figure well knit, well 
shaped, athletic. They found each other inter¬ 
esting. ‘ What has he done ? ’ Count Florizel 
asked himself, but he did not repeat the inquiry 
aloud. 4 Why is he unnerved to-day ? ’ 
Raoul wondered. 4 He cannot always be 
afraid; no man could lead such a life and be 
every day afraid.’ 

He held the lighted match while the 
World’s Lion-tamer lit his cigarette, and the 
latter noticed how slim and pointed his fingers 
were. 

M. Gam6t raised his head, and drew in the 
first inspiration, puffing out immediately a thin 
cloud of smoke. 4 Have you ever been in a 
den full of lions ? ’ he inquired carelessly. 

Raoul smiled as he replied grimly : 4 Yes ; 
and very lately.’ 

4 And Monsieur took no hurt ? ’ 
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‘ They did not kill me,’ Raoul answered, 
with the same bitter smile. He touched his 
breast, and seemed by a general gesture to 
indicate his wholeness of life and limb. 

‘ And you want to try again ? * 

4 Not the same lions.’ 

They had . long ago ceased to examine each 
other with their eyes; that had lasted a 
moment only. M. Florizel watched the 
circling timber steeds of the adjacent merry- 
go-round ; Raoul idly admired the unconcerned 
air of Mrs. Wamble as she gathered in the 
desultory shillings, without interrupting a con¬ 
versation with some unseen interlocutor. 

‘ And will you permit me ? ’ Raoul asked 
presently. 

‘ To go in the lion’s cage and perform ? * 
Again the Creole examined him with swift 
attention. ( Listen, Monsieur,’ he said in a 
low voice. 4 To-day of all days you should not 
try it. Even I, who do it twice daily, as 
another man breakfasts and dines, am afraid 
to-day.’ Raoul turned his questioning eyes, 
and the other saw that they, at least, were 
not afraid. ‘ Monsieur, to-morrow—if to¬ 
morrow I am alive—I am to be married; and 
we love with all our soul (for we have but one), 
she and I. Last night she had a dream, a 
warning vision, in which she saw the nightly 
performance, the naphtha lamps flaring, the 
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lions leaping through their hoops, the elephant 
standing three-legged on his tub; all as it 
always is, only—Monsieur, the man in the 
lion’s cage was killed. Monsieur, it always 
ends in that. Macomo, Risto, Abu Hamed— 
they are always killed at last. And to-night 
it will be me.’ He had removed the cigarette 
from his mouth while he spoke, and now put 
it back with an air of finality. 

* It cannot be you if you are not there.’ 

The obviousness of Raoul’s objection was 
so banal that the World’s Lion-tamer found 
it quite striking; he again removed the 
cigarette, and spat to a really surprising 
distance, and, as it seemed, at a mark. 

4 Monsieur, the performance must take place 
to-night, as on other nights, no matter what 
one dreams.’ 

That, certainly, was self-evident. Most of 
the shillings that Mrs. Wamble, in her red and 
gold box, collected so indifferently, were paid less 
out of a desire to see wild beasts than out of a 
conscious desire to see a man in their cage, and 
an unconscious sentiment that if he should 
chance to come by any accident they might 
as well happen to see it. If it was generally 
known that the lion-tamer had lost his nerve, 
the attendance would be much increased. 

4 Listen,’ said Raoul; 4 it is the night’s per¬ 
formance of this day that you dread, because of 
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the dream of Mademoiselle your fianc&e. 
Perform as usual now; to-night I will do it. 
Meanwhile I will see what you do, so as to be 
an fait. Let us go in.’ 

Inside there were a good number of spec¬ 
tators ; it was the local half-holiday, and the 
shops had closed at three. A man was going 
round explaining the habits of the animals; 
their prevailing habit being, apparently, to 
smell abominably; but of this idiosyncrasy 
no explanation was forthcoming. ‘ And now,* 
said the explanatory gentleman, coming to his 
peroration, ‘ I am requested by the proprietress, 
on ’er bee-arf, to thenk you all, ladies and 
gentlemen, for your petronige and attention. 
Count Florizel will at once commence his daring 
performance in the den of the five forest-bred 
African lions, the large lion on the right-’and 
side being the identical one wot caused the 
death of the former Count by bitin’ orf ’is ’ed 
while it were restin’ lovin’ly in the Forest 
Monarch’s mouth. Kindly not to applaud 
doorin’ the performance, as it is hapt to upset 
the lions, and so materially to increase the 
danger of the performer.’ A burst of clapping 
followed this announcement, under cover of 
which Raoul’s friend entered the largest cage, 
containing, as the showman had said, five lions, 
who watched his arrival with unmistakable 
signs of sulky disapproval. 
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‘ It ought to be forbidden,* said the head¬ 
mistress of a young ladies’ school, who had 
secured special terms for her forty pupils. 

‘ It certainly ought not to be allowed,’ 
agreed her second in command. Whereupon 
the principal adjusted her glasses, and the 
assistant licked her lips. The young ladies 
declared as one woman that it was a disgusting 
and degrading sight, and elbowed their way to 
the front of the crowd. ‘ He’s left the door 
unbolted l ’ squeaked one fair student, with 
prudent remembrance of personal safety and 
some regret that she had got so far forward. 

Count Florizel overheard, and, bowing 
finely, remedied the omission. He always did 
this. 

The lions seemed very sleepy, almost more 
sleepy than sulky. The afternoon was hot, 
and it was appallingly stuffy in the show. 
Perhaps that accounted for the beads of 
sweat that broke out upon the lion-tamer’s 
forehead. 

At first the lions were made to run in a 
rhythmic fashion round the cage, then to leap 
over the Count’s right leg, extended aslant to 
the bars, then over his left leg, over his arm, 
and lastly through a hoop held in his left hand. 
Chairs were next passed into the cage, and on 
these their majesties sat, most unmajestically. 
The arrangement was varied, so that singular 
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groupings were achieved; and finally, seated 
on the largest lion’s back, with the other four 
occupying the corners of the cage, Count 
Florizel discharged a pistol, and the explana¬ 
tory gentleman outside burned a red fire. 

It was over, and Raoul breathed again. 
With a sick horror he had watched it all, and 
noted the bestial curiosity of the gaping crowd. 
That Florizel had for the time utterly lost his 
nerve Raoul was certain. 

The explanatory gentleman was now 
drawing attention to the financial talents of 
Annabella, the largest elephant, who, when 
given a penny, would proceed to put it in the 
slot and draw forth chocolate or biscuits. The 
principal was impressing this exemplary 
instance of animal sagacity on her young ladies. 
Raoul and Florizel went outside. 

‘ Well,* said the latter with a hang-dog 
laugh, 4 does Monsieur still wish to go into the 
lions’ cage to-night ? ’ 

‘Yes,’ answered Raoul quietly; ‘ I am 

still willing.’ 

‘ Of course,’ said Florizel, ‘ it’s all nonsense. 
It will be as safe to-night as any other; but for 
the time I’ve lost my nerve, and I am pretty 
sure they know it. 9 

‘ The lions ? ’ 

Florizel nodded. 

Nevertheless Raoul stuck to his guns. 
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The evening show was at half-past eight, and 
at that hour he would enter the cage and go 
through the stipulated performance. Mrs. 
Wamble, when consulted on the subject, made 
no objection, provided the Attraction, as she 
called him, expected no remuneration. Her 
financial instincts appeared to be as sound as 
those of Annabella. This point settled, she 
inserted that of a hairpin in a winkle and 
deftly extracted the mollusc from its shell; her 
consumption of the disproportionately minute 
fish again recalling the elephant and the 
chocolate. 

Raoul strolled away, Count Florizel watch¬ 
ing his departure with unwilling eyes. He 
wondered if it was all a hoax, and the swell was 
going away for good. 
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CHAPTER II 

It was nearly eight o’clock. Raoul sat on a 
bench close to the sea; presently he would go 
to the menagerie; meanwhile he smoked. 
Half an hour ago he had had his case refilled, 
scarcely adverting at all to the fact that a 
whole easeful was quite unnecessary. Just 
behind him, on the other side of the road, was a 
hotel; on its balcony a lady and a little boy 
stood watching the passers by. 

4 Aunt Gwendolen, I am sure it is time to 
start,’ the little boy asserted for the twentieth 
time. 

The lady laughed. 4 What a tyrant you 
are, Bob ! However, it is easiest to yield; 
come along.* 

So they turned and went indoors, presently 
reappearing at the hotel entrance, about which 
a group of yacht’s boatmen stood chatting. 
They all saluted the lady, and she spoke to one 
of them. 

4 Oh, Fergusson, Master Robert has dis¬ 
covered that there is a menagerie in the town, 
and he wants to see it. We shall not go on 

board for another hour-’ 

334 
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4 Two hours l ’ interpolated Master Robert. 

The men again saluted, and the lady and her 
nephew moved away. At that moment Raoul 
turned, and the lady’s eyes met his. She 
bowed and stood still; he had both to rise and 
come forward to greet her. 

‘ I thought it was you,’ she said ; 4 for the 
last ten minutes I have been examining the 
back of your head from the balcony.* 

Raoul said how good it was of her to 
remember him ; was it not two years since they 
had last met ? And then he grew pale ; their 
eyes had met again, and he saw that she too 
had heard. 

‘ Aunt Gwen, do come! ’ urged the boy, who 
was unfortunately a person of one idea. 

‘ My nephew,’ said the lady, 4 insists on my 
taking him to the menagerie. He is apt to be 
impatient.’ 

Raoul took off his hat; he was, no doubt, 
receiving his dismissal. 

4 Will you not escort us ? ’ asked the lady. 
* You do not seem very busy.’ 

* No; I shall be charmed,* he answered, 
walking along beside her. Bob disdained to 
stay close to them, keeping up a merely moral 
connexion with the party. 

Raoul did not seem to be looking at the 
lady, but he could see her very well. She was 
beautiful, and her figure was fine and stately. 


Digitized by 


Goggle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


886 


VAURIEN 


She was only twenty-four years old, but she 
had been nearly two years a widow—the 
widow of a man half a century older than her¬ 
self ; and she was dressed in a half-mourning 
dream of black and lilac. He turned suddenly 
to her and said, almost roughly, 4 Madame ! ’ 

4 Yes,’ she answered quietly, 4 1 know it all.* 
4 And you speak to me ! ’ 

4 1 want to speak to you very much,* she 
answered, turning her grand eyes full upon 
him; 4 and what I say is not what women 
generally say. But my reason is good and 
honest; no one hears but you, and you will, 
I know, not misunderstand.’ 

She had already turned away again, but 
he watched her still. Always he had thought 
her beautiful, but never so lovely as to-night. 
He had certainly never thought to be again 
walking side by side with such a woman as a 
friend, nay, as far as she went, as an equal. 
Just now, when he had taken off his hat to 
leave her, the thought had smote him that 
for the last time in his life he was saluting a 
lady. 

4 Do you remember,’ she asked him, 4 the 
time that we, my husband and I, stayed with 
your father and mother at La Baside ? ’ He 
bowed; alas, how well did he remember it! 
4 But I dare say,’ she continued, 4 you have 
forgotten how good you were to us,* Yes, 
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he answered, he remembered nothing about 
that. * Ah, but I do not forget, nor did he, 
my dear good husband. Long afterwards he 
spoke of it; and we talked together of our 
pleasant visits with you and your brother to 
Ch£nonceaux, and Azay, and Loches, Langeais, 

Chambord, Blois-’ 

‘ Ah, don’t, Madame l ’ Like a sharp whip- 
stroke came each well-known name of the old 
Valois chateaux to which the guests at La 
Baside had always been taken, and the memory 
of those happy summer days when all was well. 
For a moment, one measureless moment that 
pressed into itself all the bitterness of half a 
life, his thoughts flew back, and he and she 
stood again in the summer meadows by she 
Loire, pictured in a memory that recked neither 
of present nor future, and framed in a deathless 
regret. He heard still the echo of her voice 
as though she had but just ceased saying what 
she said then: the scent of the field and of 
her presence came back to him again ; and her 
eyes were still meeting his, in the reluctant 
reading of his untold secret. More than ever 
he was glad now that it had not been told then. 
If his lips were sealed then because she was 
bound, were they not more sealed now that 
she was free ? If, then, he held her in such 
divine respect that he was ashamed and 
silenced lest she should surprise his secret in his 

a 


Digitized by 


Gck .gle 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


888 


VAURIEN 


eyes, should he now tell her that he had always 
loved her when his love was but a defilement 
to her white purity and dignity ? Nay, and 
if at times he had since wondered whether she 
too would not have loved him, had she been 
free, would he hold any such question now, 
when for her to love him would be unworthy 
of her ? 

4 Ah, don’t, Madame ! * he cried again. 

4 Ah, well, Monsieur, we used to talk of 
them. And one day my dear, true, generous 
husband said to me, 44 Gwen, I think you liked 
that young man.” ’ 

4 My brother ? ’ whispered Raoul. 

4 No ; his brother.’ 

They both paused a moment, and on his 
dark cheek the red stain deepened. 

4 He asked me,’ continued the lady, 4 and 
I said yes ; for it was true, truer than he 
thought, truer than I knew. And he said, my 
husband, that perhaps some day, when he him¬ 
self should be dead, I would marry some such 
person—to please myself, he said, for that I had 
married first to please him . . . and he said: 
44 Gwen, you have made my life so happy ; you 
will take your own happiness some day.” ’ 

And now again she turned her grave eyes 
to meet his, and her lips parted again, but 
before she could continue, again broke out the 
bitter cry , 4 Ah, don’t, Madame I * 
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‘ 4 I heard^to-day—this morning,’ she went 
on presently, ‘ of—what had happened, and I 
at once wrote to your mother; in my letter 
I asked for your address, and I told her why 
I wanted it.’ 

‘ You told my mother that-’ 

‘ Yes ; it was true ; it is true ; it will be 
true to-morrow. Will you think of it, and tell 
me to-morrow ? Perhaps you will see, when 
you have thought it over, that I am right.* 

He neither said yes nor no, They had 
arrived at the show now, and Bob already stood 
before the roseate Mrs. Wamble, impatient for 
his aunt’s arrival. She passed up to him, paid 
the necessary shillings, and she and the boy 
disappeared. Close by stood one of the 
yacht’s crew, who had been shooting at an 
adjacent gallery. Raoul beckoned to him, 
and the man, who had seen his mistress arrive 
with the gentleman, at once came up saluting. 

Raoul looked at his watch. In ten minutes 
his own part of the show was to begin; before 
then Madame must have left the place. He 
wrote a few lines in French on the back of one 
of his own cards, and gave it to the man. ‘Take 
this in there to your mistress,’ he said, ‘ and 
see that she comes out. If necessary, say she 
is wanted on the yacht; anything, only do not 
let her see the man performing in the lions’ 
cage.’ He gave the sailor all the money he had 
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left, which seemed a great deal to the man. 
‘ Mind,’ he added, as the man took the card, 
* you must get her out of the show before the 
man goes into the lions’ cage. She would not 
like it; I saw it this afternoon; really she 
would not like it.* 

The sailor nodded intelligently, and saluted; 
no doubt the gentleman was right, her lady¬ 
ship would not like that sort of thing. They 
don't like that sort of thing, you know; only 
he immediately resolved that for his own part 
he would like to see it very much. Meanwhile, 
he disappeared into the show. 

Count Florizel had been sick with appre¬ 
hension lest the Attraction should not keep his 
word. ‘ Come in here,* he said, now immensely 
relieved, ‘ and put on this uniform.’ He led 
Raoul into a small tent, very ragged and rather 
dirty, and pointed to an impossibly gorgeous 
hussar jacket and busby, which, as they 
seemed fairly clean, Raoul made no objection 
to don. * If you put on these jack-boots and 
spurs and wrinkle your trousers over the tops, 
you’ll do,’ he added. 

He watched Raoul unbutton his own boots 
and pull on the others, and again he noticed 
how slim and pointed the long brown fingers 
were. But when presently Raoul straightened 
himself, Florizel could not meet his sad hazel 
eyes. Deathly ashamed of himself was the 
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World’s Lion-tamer, ashamed as is the chemist 
who sells strychnine to a white-faced purchaser 
who says it is for rats. 

Through the ragged tent Raoul saw 
Madame pass out of the show and disappear 
in the direction of the yacht, Bob furiously 
protesting but unheeded. Then he and Count 
Florizel emerged, and passed up the inclined 
poultry ladder into the menagerie. 

Mrs. Wamble cast one half-curious, half- 
indifferent glance after the Attraction, and then 
returned to her pensive search for the winkle. 
Outside, the August moon was riding calm and 
sweet in a pale twilight sky, and the air was 
full of the moist scent of the sea. In the tent 
the naphtha-jets were already aflare. It was 
stiflingly hot, and there was a large crowd, 
some inkling of an unusual performance having 
somehow got abroad. 4 By what name shall 
I announce you ? ’ asked Florizel. 

For one moment Raoul paused, then 
he answered : 4 Vaurien—Captain Vaurien ’; 
and, keeping his eyes straight to his front, 
the discreet Florizel merely nodded. 

The explanatory gentleman was just finish¬ 
ing his circular tour of the cages (outside), his 
remarks being an un-Bowdlerised edition of 
his afternoon’s discourse. Count . Florizel 
whispered to him. * And now,’ he shouted, 
4 a special Attraction will take place. Captain 
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Vaurien will henter the cage containing five 
forest-bred African lions, and put the monarchs 
of the desert through their unrivalled per¬ 
formance. This is the first time that Captain 
Vaurien has appeared in public (the audience 
perfectly understood, and licked its lips), and 
for this Attraction no hextry charge has been 
imposed. It is specially re-quested that ladies 
and gentlemen will not applaud until the 
Captain emerges from the cage.’ 

Florizel had already disappeared, with a 
white face of attempted unconcern. Outside 
the show was waiting the lady of his love, and 
strolling away they fell to discussion of the 
morrow. Presently they met a lady hurrying 
back, a tall lady, grandly dressed, and with a 
grand face, only a terror, vague but mastering, 
had whitened it. The other woman watched 
her curiously. 4 Sakes ! she looks as if— 
blest if I know what she does look like,’ said 
the future Countess Florizel. A chill sinking 
of the heart that he could not explain made 
the World’s Lion-tamer somewhat husky in 
his reply. 

The grand lady hurried on towards the 
menagerie, but before she reached it there 
came from the crowded tent a sudden noise 
that sent the others frantically after her. 

It was first a noise that belonged of right, 
not to that squalid corner of an English town, 
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but to the undegraded solitudes of the tropic 
desert, the snarl and then the roar of an angry 
lion. And, after that, sounds more dreadful, 
drowned in the vague din of an excited, 
frightened crowd; and mixed with these the 
shriek of parrots, the scream of monkeys, the 
trumpeting, half sympathetic, half terrified, of 
elephants, the yelp of wolves and hyaenas, the 
snarling of leopards and tigers and lions. 

And presently, out into the cooler night, 
came a staggering group carrying the body of 
a man—the desecrated temple of the spirit, 
soon to be left vacant by the tired soul that 
panted to go and hide itself out yonder in the 
gathering shadows of the dusk. 

Some one threw a bit of frowsy carpet on 
the inclined plane, and laid the man down upon 
it. One of those who had helped to bring him 
out was a young doctor, a good sort of lad with 
a kind, disturbed face. He knew he could do 
nothing, and his honest blue eyes were passion¬ 
ately regretful; if only he had learned some 
recipe by which this tom body could be 
mended! 

* It is all right,’ whispered the Vaurien; 
he saw well enough, even with his darkening 
eyes, the sorrow on the lad’s kindly face, the 
trembling on the young red lips. 

But now another face, infinitely dearer, was 
bending over him. ‘ How you tempted me ! ’ 
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he whispered in his own speech. ‘ But ah, 
Madame, I could not do that 1 Even I, dear 
lady, am not so bad as that/ 

She had no reply for him but in her eyes; 
to her the poor ruined outcast seemed a hero, 
dying in a blaze of glory. 

Count Florizel stood close behind, whimper¬ 
ing feebly; his sweetheart clung hysterically 
to his arm, mingling her tears with his. Their 
silly sobbings fell on the Vaurien’s dying ears ; 
he made a little vocal will in their favour, and 
bequeathed them in trust to Madame. She 
understood all about it afterwards, and Florizel 
braved the lions’ cage no longer. 

And so the night fell, and the shadows 
darkened, and out into the great deep crept 
the poor battered soul to meet the Inexorable 
Judge. And yet of him, too, might it not be 
said, as they sing in his Church of the great 
saints, Potuit tramgredi, et non transgressus 
est? He might have done amiss, and he did 
not. A great temptation had come to him 
and he had turned away from it, even though 
to his foolish brain there seemed no alternative 
but that of death itself. Perhaps the Judge 
keeps count of things like these. ‘ Even 
though our heart condemn us, He is greater 
than our heart, and knoweth all things.’ 

So the night fell, and the forest-bred lions 
slept in peace, and the Vaurien slept too. 
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OUR LADY 
OF LITTLE CANTON 


CHAPTER I 

‘ Bad cess to it, thin, for a crown! ’ complained 
King Melchior, with pardonable exasperation, 
for it was the second time within a quarter of an 
hour that one of the points of his diadem had 
been burned off in the Star in the East. 

King Melchior had always maintained that 
the Star was hung too low, and he now, very 
naturally, reverted to his original opinion. 

‘ If it was higher,’ King Gaspar declared, 
* no one would see it from the back of the room, 
and we might as well not have a Star in the 
East at all.’ 

Mrs. Schneider basely endeavoured to use 
this as an argument on her side; she had al¬ 
ways been against the Star, and was more than 
ever convinced it was dangerous. But King 
Belshazzar was positive that there was no 
danger whatever, if only Melchior would keep 
his head to himself. ( And indeed,’ he added, 
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848 OUR LADY OF LITTLE CANON 

* it *s time ye remembered that it’s kneeling 
down ye should be, and try and break yerself 
of this trick of standing up ye ’ve got into. 
No one’s got to stand up except Joseph, and 
he’s got to be sawing a plank, in a half-bent 
position ; and when he’s full drawn up he’s 
not up to me shouldther.’ 

King Belshazzar was originator and chief 
stage-director of the tableau. He liked 
Melchior, but felt that his huge compatriot 
was out of drawing. That monarch was now 
cutting off the scorched portions of his diadem 
with a pair of scissors. 

4 They were full tall, them points,’ declared 
Mrs. Schneider, who always accepted fate’s 
arrangements as if she herself had made them ; 
4 1 knew you’d have to cut ’em down to reason.* 

4 It’s a good thing now,* said St. Joseph, 
emulating his aunt’s cheerful optimism, 4 as we 
decided not to have tin crowns. You couldn’t 
have cut ’em down so easy with a pair of nail- 
scissors.’ 

4 Tin crowns wouldn’t have got burnt,’ 
objected Melchior ; 4 there’d ha’ been no need 
for cutting ’em.* 

4 1 wish you’d attend to them cattle instid 
of talking so much,’ grumbled Belshazzar. 
4 The way they are now you can see there’s 
no bodies to ’em; the shadows of the poles 
fall right across the mountains of Judaea.’ 
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OUR LADY OF LITTLE CANON 849 

It was these cattle that had originally 
suggested the tableau; there were four of 
them, a bullock’s head, a pony’s, and two 
homed sheep, all stuffed and mounted. At 
present they protruded in the most lifelike 
manner from behind the shepherds; but it 
was true that the shadows of the poles, on 
which they had been temporarily set up, 
mingled oddly with the landscape. 

4 1 do hate kneeling on one knee,’ 
complained a shepherd in a kilt (with pink 
tights underneath, for Little Canon is apt to be 
censorious). 

The composition was taken with conscien¬ 
tious fidelity from a picture of the Epiphany 
in Mrs. Schneider’s Bible, and the costumes 
were those of no known epoch or country. Mrs. 
Schneider herself, who was no Orientalist, said 
they 4 looked Circussian,’ and perhaps she was 
nearer the truth than she knew, for she merely 
meant Circassian. 

4 Where’s them treasures ? ’ demanded 
King Belshazzar, and a small, but singularly 
importable ottoman was lugged from under the 
manger. It contained a number of walnuts 
covered with gold foil, two biscuit tins peeled 
and labelled F. Incense , and a two-gallon jar 
of myrrh, which had left Ireland on a more 
secular errand. 

4 Do for anny sake keep your crook out of 
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850 OUR LADY OF LITTLE CANON 

them rocks/ Belshazzar requested, with gather¬ 
ing heat, of an absent-minded shepherd whose 
crook was indeed driven up to the hilt into a 
brown paper precipice that beetled above him. 
‘jAnd, Gaspar, man, try and recollect that’s 
a golden sceptre ye’ve got a hoult of, and carry 
it accordin’. Disabuse your mind once and for 
all of the notion that it’s anything in life to 
do wid Mrs. Schneider’s brass drawing-room 
poker.* 

Melchior laughed, and the curtain went up, 
while the plaudits of Mrs. Schneider and Aunt 
Kezia rent the air. 

There was no other audience as yet, but at 
any moment now the guests might begin to 
arrive. 

‘ The curtain goes up beautiful 1 ’ cried 
Aunt Kezia, who was responsible for that part 
of the entertainment. ‘ It was drefful sticky 
at first.* 

‘ Now, King Gaspar,’ said Belshazzar sternly, 

4 you’ve got to keep your hand on your own 
waist. That shepherd’s a perfect stranger to 
you, you’ll remember, and is no doubt a 
married man into the bargain.’ 

Two of the shepherds were ladies. In the 
picture they had long fair hair, and not very 
long skirts, so it had been thought convenient 
to assign the parts to Elsie Schneider and her 
cousin Cora. A small moustache had been 
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OUR LADY OF LITTLE CANON 851 


allotted to each, and thus confusion as to the 
sex intended was avoided ; but the moustache 
was not always a sufficient reminder to 
Gaspar, who was an ardent monarch, and of a 
Cophetuan disregard to mere differences of 
station. He now removed his hand from the 
interdicted site with ruddy embarrassment. 

‘ Don’t he look sheepish ! * commented 
St. Joseph over his shoulder. 

4 The shepherd ’ll like him all the better,’ 
retorted Belshazzar, whose talent for repartee 
was locally much esteemed. 
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CHAPTER II 

No one had been surprised in all Little Canon 
and Blue Gulch when the Schneiders’ invitation 
arrived. For several years the Gulch and the 
Canon had been growing used to the spectacle 
of their rising prosperity ; and with prosperity 
an obvious social ambitiousness had been 
generated. And Blue Gulch liked originality, 
as did Little Canon, both being fairly original 
themselves, though that they would have 
believed reluctantly. 

Now Bible Acting, as the Settlements 
pleased to call the Schneider tableaux, was 
entirely a new departure in their neighbour¬ 
hood, and the appropriateness of having it on 
Twelfth Night had only to be pointed out to 
be appreciated. The Judge, it is true, being 
literary, still persisted that Twelfth Night was 
called after a play of Shakespeare’s ; but most 
of Little Canon and Blue Gulch was contentedly 
ignorant and believed what Carry Schneider 
told it. 

They were a good sort of people, the 
Schneiders, and on the whole popular, the 
German father and Irish-American mother 
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OUR LADY OF LITTLE CANON 853 


producing a better combination than might 
have been imagined. 

The guests were arriving, and Carry was 
beginning to think it time she went to fetch 
the baby. She was the central figure of the 
tableau, and Mrs. Falck had been persuaded 
to promise the loan of her baby; but not till 
the last minute was it to be handed over. 

Carry was a young wife herself, though, 
after three years of wedded life, still childless. 
Sometimes she wondered why, with a half 
resentful superstitiousness. She was sure she 
had done nothing to deserve it. Carry did 
not herself belong to Little Canon, and had 
not very often been there. But her husband 
was the eldest of Schneider’s five sons, and had 
three years ago been given charge of his 
father’s branch business down at Santa Rosa, 
where he had met Miss Caroline Roche and 
made haste to fall in love with her. His 
marriage, declared many of his friends, had 
been the making of him. Old Schneider was, 
silently, very much indeed of that opinion, 
for he had not sent Roddy to Santa Rosa 
merely to have him in charge of the branch; 
his time at Little Canon had not latterly been 
spent to edification. Roddy, however, had 
been from the start a model husband, and 
Carry never even dreamed there had been a 
Pre-Reformation era. 
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She and her husband had come up lor 
Christmas to a family gathering; and Carry 
was inclined to wake her mother and sisters- 
in-law up a little. 

4 Carmela has come back,’ observed King 
Melchior confidentially to his brother monarch, 
Gaspar. 

4 From Santa F£ ? ’ said the latter. 

Melchior nodded. 4 They say,’ he added, 
4 she’s about finished.’ 

King Gaspar made a note of interrogation, 
and Melchior nodded again. 4 Yes; dying, 
I fancy,’ he explained. 

Neither of the men looked at the other, 
and yet each was sensible that he was being 
watched by the other. 

4 Is she back at the same old shanty ? ’ 
asked Gaspar. 

4 Yes,* replied Melchior; and then after a 
pause, added: 4 Not at the same old trade, 
though.’ He paused again, and concluded: 
4 She never really took to it.’ 

Gaspar sighed, and tried to pretend he had 
only been drawing a long breath because his 
royal belt was tight. 4 Seems as if she was 
forced to it, in a fashion,’ he observed 
presently. 

This time it was Melchior who sighed, and 
looked round as if to see whence the sound 
came. 
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‘ I didn’t know her myself,* remarked 
Gaspar, adding * scarcely,’ with reluctant 
concession to the truth, or to the other’s 
knowledge. 

4 Nor I,’ hastily averred Melchior, 4 till 
just before she went off to Santa FA’ 

4 The Rip, he began it,’ declared Gaspar; 
and this time both young men nodded to¬ 
gether. 

4 Well, that I’ve never done,’ said one of 
them. 4 Nor me, thank Gawd ! * chorused 
the other. Then both paused, and scarcely 
saved themselves from another sigh apiece. 

4 So she’s going out ? * 

4 In the shanty past Falck’s.’ 
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CHAPTER III 

Now Carrie Schneider had heard this, and 
luckily had no notion that the Rip was an old 
nickname of her husband’s, which absence and 
matrimony had caused to become obsolete. 
But she had understood the rest of the con¬ 
versation pretty plainly, and it was occupying 
much of her thought as she set forth for Mrs. 
Falck’s to borrow the baby. Carrie was a good 
girl, though so refined that she would call a 
buggy a baggy , and so much afraid of being 
thought to say hoom-boog that she would call 
a disingenuous person a ham-bag . Therefore 
(and for other reasons) some superficial judges 
were apt to declare that she was conceited; 
after all, there’s no use in having a piano if one 
is never to allude to it, and why go to the 
expense of plated fish-knives if one is not 
to indicate their use to guests who insist on 
employing a piece of bread ? 

The night was so still that the great cold 
scarcely made itself felt. The snow was 
frozen hard, and glittered like metal in the 

broad moonlight, while the shadows were black 
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as ink. Only the middle of the valley was 
moonlit, and the shadows of the rocks on 
either side were much broader than the 
dividing band of silver. The creek flows 
close under the west wall of the canon, and 
one could hear it, though it was out of sight 
in the darkness. 

The guests would all come the other way, 
and Carrie knew she would meet none of them. 
She was glad, for she did not want to be seen 
in her tableau dress till the proper moment, 
and she felt an unusual pleasure in being alone. 
She was a very simple, primary young woman, 
and mostly innocent of introspection or self- 
communing, though by the standards of Little 
Canon she was judged worldly and artificial. 
But now there was something she had never 
enjoyed before in the lonely presence of the 
night. Perhaps she was not capable of a very 
large or explicit revelation, but a certain lifting 
of the veil behind which God walks was in some 
vague fashion accomplishing itself for her; 
and it came through every sense and faculty 
at once. A misgiving of something too great 
for her, something she had never suspected, a 
misgiving that caused at once a flutter and 
sinking of the heart, with an odd elation : 
a sense of wings and of the divine perils of 
flying. The river talked of it; the immense 
vague whiteness of the snow hinted it ; the 
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858 OUR LADY OF LITTLE CANON 

voice and silence of the night equally told and 
treasured it. 

Her foot fell, as she walked, with a different 
purport; it was a good firm tread always, but 
to-night it was the step of one that seeks, that 
follows a great leading with courage and 
generosity. She became aware that on every 
side were things much greater than herself; 
even the trees, standing back in the shadow 
with only their high tops lifting white 
pyramids into the light, had a sort of lordliness 
she had never thought of. A sense came over 
her that she was very unimportant; not so 
important even to herself as she had sup¬ 
posed. Other things outside ourselves matter 
more to us, she suddenly divined, than we do 
to ourselves. 

And yet this was not in the least depressing, 
but rather gave a sort of elation; like a balloon 
unanchored, she felt the little world dropping 
beneath her feet. She hardly knew if she was 
afraid. She had a purpose, too, a purpose to¬ 
night something over and above the borrowing 
of Mrs. Falck’s baby and the tableau, and she 
hardly knew if she was aware of it or no. At 
all events, she did not form it; it formed itself 
in her. 

The moon up in the sky looked colder than 
the snow. She wondered why; perhaps 
because it was so far off and alone. Her face. 
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OUR LADY OF LITTLE CANON 859 

as she lifted it to the chilly Queen of Night, 
had a new look that none of her friends would 
have recognised. It suited oddly with the 
dress she was wearing, but of that she was 
unconscious; indeed, the look could not have 
been there and she be conscious of it. 
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CHAPTER IV 

Carmela, all alone in her desolate cabin 
beyond Falck’s, was dying, and she knew it. 
It was about all she did know, for she was 
slipping swiftly beyond the bounds of all 
knowledge and consciousness—what we call 
consciousness. 

She was dying, and, for Little Canon or 
Blue Gulch, she was dying absolutely alone. 
None of the women would go near her, not 
solely out of pharisaism, though perhaps 
chiefly. The truth was, that scarcely any of 
them had ever known her, and now, though 
they knew of her state, their knowledge 
was exceedingly unofficial, gleaned in most 
instances, like Carrie’s, through scraps of 
conversation overheard from the men. 

As for the men, it would be hard to define 
the feeling that kept them away. With some, 
like Deacon Perks, it was sheer pharisaism; 
the lonely terrors of a sinner’s death-bed 
should not be weakly mitigated, though of 
course a spiritual visit might be paid if be¬ 
sought with duly contrite abjection. Had 
Deacon Perks been the father of the Prodigal 
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Son he would certainly not have gone to meet 
him had he espied him afar off; on the con¬ 
trary, he would have shut himself up for several 
days, and only consented to accord an interview 
after repeated applications. But with most 
of the young men it was a better feeling, though 
an odd one, that held them from any show of 
memory or compassion. Carmela had better, 
in the circumstances, be occupied with a 
species of business that was not in their line; 
and they had a straightforward consciousness 
that any reminder of their friendship would 
be unseasonable. One or two, however, of 
the women had not realised this, and had no 
idea that the girl was wholly deserted. They 
supposed some of the men would be doing what 
they could. 

Carmela knew that she was dying, and she 
was horribly frightened; to tell the truth, chiefly 
because she was alone, and out of sheer 
physical dread. Had she been able to possess 
a certain knowledge that after death she would 
go forthwith to Heaven, the death itself, all 
by herself in the lonely cabin, would have 
terrified her. But she had no such knowledge ; 
on the contrary, Memory sat beside her 
threatening angrily. After all, she had always 
been a coward—afraid of the hard gripes of 
poverty, afraid of ghosts, and mice, and spiders; 
naturally she was a coward now: even the 
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brave draw back from what she had to 
face. 

For it had to be faced; she entirely 
realised that. She was not one to rave and 
shriek and tear her hair, and beat her head 
against the earth, as against fate, and protest 
that she would not die. To the inevitable she 
had always submitted with a silent hopeless¬ 
ness ; it was only the evils that might be 
avoided that she had never dared to meet. 

So now she lay in shuddering, unprotesting 
patience watching Death draw near. Ah, if 
only there were some one there to comfort her 
by their mere presence! It was dreadful 
listening alone to the noise of his nearing feet. 
How long would he be, she wondered ? Would 
she die to-night ? Yes, yes, of course, but how 
soon ? Before the fire went out ? Before the 
clock cuckooed again ? It only cuckooed 
every three hours, and it was nearly two hours 
since it had cuckooed at six o’clock. Suddenly 
she felt an extraordinary desire to hear it once 
again, though it was not a pretty noise, or one 
she had ever been fond of. She wished she 
had stayed at Santa Rosa, where there was a 
priest. He was an old man with a kind face, 
and once she had nearly made up her mind to 
go to confession to him ; but—but she had not 
been able to afford it. If she went, how could 
she live ? Yet that old priest would come, 
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she felt sure, if he knew she was dying. At 
Little Canon there was no priest, only Deacon 
Perks, whose face was not at all kind, though 
he never denied that he was the best man in the 
two settlements. Though Carmela had never 
spoken to Deacon Perks, she thought she knew 
what he would say to her, and she did not want 
to hear it. No doubt it was true; in a little 
while (when the clock cuckooed again, perhaps) 
she would be in Hell. Of course Deacon 
Phanuel Perks would go to Heaven ; so would 
Rip (now he was married), though neither 
would want to go yet. . . . 

No, she did not want the Deacon ; nor, for 
quite other reasons, did she wish any of the 
other men to come—or the women either. 
But she wanted some one —so as not to be alone. 

Presently she scraped all her poor remnants 
of waning strength together, as one rakes to¬ 
gether the chilling embers on a dying hearth, 
and lifted herself up in bed. If she could she 
would go to the window ; she could see a light 
or two from it, and that would be a little less 
lonely. 

It took a long time, a long time even to 
drag herself on to the side of the bed : perhaps 
the clock would cuckoo again before she would 
be able to reach the window, but it did not; 
and she got to the window at last. 

A checked blue and white curtain, short and 
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rather ragged, hung before the little window; 
she drew it aside, and then steadied herself 
by it as she peered out. 

Yes, she could see two lights, and, though 
they were in houses a quarter of a mile away, 
they made her feel less alone. 

The shadows lay very black under the walls 
of the canon; even the trees, tall as they were, 
were swallowed up in the blackness, and only 
their tops were pushed up into the moonlight; 
but here, where the little cabin stood in the 
middle of the valley, it was broad moonlight. 

She made things out slowly, but little by 
little she got them all right. There was only 
one thing unexpected. A woman stood in the 
moonlight with a child in her arms ; she had a 
crown on her long hair, and a mantle with 
severe folds, clasped by a sort of brooch in 
front. Her gown was straight and girdled 
with a metal zone ; it was powdered with the 
silver heads of lilies, not natural, but stiff and 
heraldic. The blue cloak was powdered too, 
but with little stars. The child leaned against 
her shoulder in an attitude made familiar to 
Carmela by many pictures. 

Perhaps the dying girl fainted; for 
presently she found herself in bed, and the 
woman with the child was standing near her 
in the flickering light of the log fire. 

She had not any pain now, only a strange 
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and rather pleasant sensation of sinking into 
some warm liquid that was not water. Nor 
was she now afraid; her loneliness and fear 
were gone, and she did not know where or 
how. 

She lifted one of her hands towards the 
child, a very thin and trembling hand, but 
one could see she desired to touch the chubby 
pink foot. The woman moved a step nearer 
and stooped a little ; then Carmela touched the 
little foot and kissed her own fingers that had 
touched it. Her hand was so cold that the 
child shrunk back a little ; but Carmela’s eyes 
were fixed on his mother—as she thought— 
and did not notice it. 

‘ I am sorry,’ she said, but her thoughts 
were gone back a long way, ‘ that I hurt him.’ 

Presently her eyes fell back on the child, 
and half closed. 4 1 never had one,’ she 
said. 

4 Nor have I,’ whispered the woman; but 
much louder tones would have been needed 
to pierce those closing ears. 

The clock ticked noisily, and the logs 
spluttered and cracked a little; there was 
no other sound. Carmela lay with wide 
unwinking eyes that saw nothing. 

4 Look ! ’ she said at last, pointing out into 
the room ; 4 He has grown into a man. And 
it is summer again. The pavement is all in 
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sunlight, except where the shadow of the wall 
is, and the shadow of the pomegranate-tree 
that he is leaning against—the sky shows there 
through it; what a lot of them, and all with 
stones ! ’ For a moment Carmela shivered ; 
she paused and frowned a little; then her 
brow cleared. * But they are going away, one 
by one, Deacon Perks, and all of them. How 
big the stones were, and dirty ! But they are 
dropping them, pretending they never had 
them in their hands/ 

There came another pause; it seemed, 
almost, to the woman who held the child that 
she too could see it all, the broad sunlit court, 
the white walls topped with the pitiless blue 
sky, the thinning crowd, the- 

‘ They are all gone now,’ said Carmela, * all 
except Him, and He is writing, writing with 
His finger on the ground. The wind blows it 
ground and round—it won’t let God’s writing 
be—no one shall ever read it. Now it is 
all blown away, and He has finished. He is 
coming close to me, to speak—listen ! * 

Again there was no sound but the noisy 
clock, and the crackling logs. 

Carmela’s lips were parted; her eyes were 
bent upward and there were no tears in them. 
‘“Neither do I condemn thee,”* she said 
loudly, and turned to the woman against 
whose shoulder the child was pressed. 
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The woman bowed her head. ‘ I know,’ 
she said baldly ; ‘ it is all right.’ 

* But,’ cried Carmela, 4 he must forgive Rip 
too. It was not Rip’s fault; it was all mine— 
only mine ! ’ And on that noble falsehood the 
portals of her speech closed for ever. 
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THE RELEASE 


Anyone who travelled by the Irish mail to 
Holyhead thirty years ago might have seen 
her. As a boy I often did. Joining the great 
express at Chester, those who came from 
Shropshire and the Cambrian line arrived a 
good while before it, and had a long wait. 
During that wait I never failed to look for her, 
and I never, till the merciful end came, failed 
to find her. No one about the station had ever 
heard her speak, though they had seen her 
come there every night for so many years. 
Some of the young lads had not been born 
when she first began her coming. 

She was never ill—or no illness kept her 
away. Nightly through the year, fair weather 
or foul, she would arrive at the same moment— 
a few minutes before the up-express from the 
North-East Coast was due—half-past eight or 
so. And nightly through the year would she 
remain till the last up-train had passed through. 
She teased no one, questioned no one, got in 
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no one’s way, asked from no one help or infor¬ 
mation ; simply this—she came at the hour 
she had originally expected him. She stayed 
till the last train had come in, by which he 
might have arrived from Lancashire, had he 
not been killed, on that original night of her 
first coming to meet him, so many years before. 
Then she went away, in the chilliest, deadest 
middle of the night, back whence she came, 
to the place that had been her home, and was 
now only its grave, or corpse, or skeleton— 
what you will; only, mind you, homes can be 
killed as well as people. Hers was,—while she 
lived on, like Rizpah, to keep her ghastly ward 
beside what had been it. 

I have often seen her arrive—sometimes, 
in winter, out of the driving rain and darkness, 
her thin, inadequate raiment half drenched; 
sometimes, in summer, out of the sultry dusk, 
when the same garments, threadbare as they 
were, seemed hot and oppressive. 

But she gave no sign of feeling heat or cold. 
Her body seemed, whether it was so or not, to 
have retained scarcely the capacity of pain— 
the one thing of which her soul did remain 
capable. No doubt, too, she slept; but it was 
impossible to imagine her asleep. 

She would enter with a hurried glance at the 
big clock, as though suddenly fearing that, after 
all, she was arriving late. All day long she 
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had waited till it should be time to come; and 
at the last had, perhaps, waited a trifle longer 
than she need, to curb, to cheat, to hoodwink, 
to silence th6 agony of her impatience—as one 
might, in the madness of pain, drive a cruel 
probe into a nerve, whose torment one could 
not otherwise bear. So at the last she had 
been hurried—or thought so. But she was 
ever before her time. The platform was still 
empty where her train should be. She would 
be almost the first person to take up her waiting 
position upon it. Then the train came ; and 
many faces would be thrust forth from carriage 
windows, in each of which she strove to recog¬ 
nise the face she sought. Doors were flung 
open, passengers jumped out; there was the 
unvarying crowd and jostle, through which 
she sought in vain, herself unjostled nor ever 
jostling others. A kind of halo of aloofness 
seemed to fence her, as though even her 
body, which was nothing to her, could not 
be touched by any human, sentient contact 
with life. 

Then the crowd melted, and had ceased; 
she alone left of it, an unspeakable figure of 
tragedy. Tragedy l What is tragedy ? Set 
her for its image to balance comedy, and the 
chilled playhouse would be empty, the spec¬ 
tators astonied, the tragedians themselves 
shamed into confusion and silence. 
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But her tragedy was dumb ; not the scold¬ 
ing passion of Medea or Hecuba. 

No one had ever heard her voice, and no 
one had ever met her glance. 

As she turned from the train, now empty, 
that had not brought him whom she ever came 
to meet, no one was allowed to look into her 
eyes and read the horror of her disappointment. 
No one ever heard her sigh or cry. But I have 
seen her, as she moved away from the empty 
train that porters were now ransacking and 
putting to rights; and to me it seemed that 
her soul was a tortured prisoner in the torture 
chamber of her body, and her gaoler and 
torturer was Hope —the hope deferred that 
held it lifelong sick, but would not let it die; 
hope so much more merciless than mere despair. 
Death, as it seems to me, is ever too much 
abused and railed on ; but in that he did show 
himself cruel that he would not come and let 
her go. Perhaps he said, * My affair is with 
the living ’—for death is but a sharp comer 
near the beginning of life’s procession down 
eternity—‘ and yonder woman is not living; 
she is but a somnambulist of life.’ 

From the emptied platform she would 
betake herself to a shadowed bench in a 
draughty corner, where few ever wished to 
share it with her. If any came she sat on 
unheeding, waiting. 
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For my part, I would say that is what tor¬ 
ments the prisoners in Hell—waiting, waiting 
for that which never comes. Waiting she sat, 
and thinking; for she could not forget or 
cease to think, and Thought beat her upon 
Time as upon an anvil, each moment flinging 
sparks of red-hot thought up into the dark. 

So she waited—first for the next possible 
train, then for the next, till there were no more. . 

Then she went away to wait for the morrow, 
with its horrible instalment of new hope; 
and on the morrow’s night came back again to 
wait, and wait, and wait, and lie at Hope’s 
pitiless mercy still. And yet through all the 
years of her waiting the footstep of the 
Liberator was drawing near, as it drew to 
Siloam to him who had lain, bound by his hope, 
through four times eight-and-thirty seasons. 

All theories of rank or of equality were 
beggared by that grey figure of Tragedy. No 
one could have presumed to claim either 
superiority or even station with her. Had I 
not seen her on the last night of her waiting, 
still her image would, throughout my life, have 
stood aloof, unassociable with any other re¬ 
collection, in an arctic isolation. But I did see 
her. Mine were the last eyes that ever met 
hers, as they had been the first for many years. 
In truth, it was my hands that, without inten¬ 
tion, opened her prison-gate ; my mouth that 
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in silence proclaimed the Royal Message of 
Release. Her waiting was years old when I saw 
her first—myself a young boy. It was ten 
years later when I saw her last, after a long 
interval, during which my visits to Ireland had 
ceased; and, as it happened, I had either never 
passed through Chester or had passed through 
in the earlier portion of the day. 

But on one wild and cheerless night, a 
starless night of raving wind, chill as a dead 
friendship, a train from the North-West Coast 
brought me into the well-remembered station 
somewhere near midnight nearly twenty 
years ago. 

As we drew in to the platform I recognised 
it instantly as that where I had first seen Her 
waiting. What had been the end of it ? Even 
as I wondered, gathering my goods together, 
and jumping out on to the draughty, rain- 
damped platform, she and I were face to face. 
Not one line of hers had been forgotten : only 
new and deeper lines had added themselves 
to its Map of Mad Hope. If she were more 
threadbare, it was impossible to notice it, or 
if she were older. Time had laid no snows 
upon her head, but fires in her heart. Her 
eyes were certainly not dimmed with never- 
failing disappointment, but ablaze with the 
cruel light of unquenchable hope. 

And mine met them. To read what I read 
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in them scalded my own with intolerable tears ; 
out of her heart, unbroken, alas! all these years, 
leapt a sword that cut mine in two. 

I knew in a moment that she took me for 
him; and we stood still, I dread-silent, her 
lips, sealed so long, forming a name. 

‘ You are late ! * she cried ; and I could 
but take her trembling hands in mine; her 
whole body trembled, and the soul trembled 
that shook in her eyes and in her voice. 

My lips stuck together, and in literal truth 
I felt what it was for the tongue to cleave to 
the roof of the mouth. 

4 Twenty-five years late ! * she complained 
bitterly. 

And still I could say nothing. 

4 Five-and-twenty years, with three hundred 
and sixty-five days in each ! And five trains 
every day that you might have come by ! * 

I pressed her hands closer, and tried, 
desperately, to hold her eyes with mine; to 
ward off the inevitable ghastly moment of 
discovery. 

4 Henry l * she whispered. And—why, 
God knows !—in an instant she knew it was 
not my name. Some devil wrote another on 
my face. 

She made no struggle to be free of me, but 
freed herself by will wholly unexpressed but 
unequivocal. 
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She drew her thin wrappings round her, one 
thin hand raised to lower her veil; there was 
a gesture of apology, of dismissal, and she 
turned away. I defy you to have followed her. 

The fussiest benevolence on earth must 
have quailed before her, the most indomitable 
sympathy have felt itself repulsed. 

Do hearts really bleed ? I felt mine bled, 
and would have given something of my own 
hopeful youth if it could have been cut off to 
salve her agony of age. But I knew it was 
impossible; I could not follow her; there 
could be no crashing through the barrier of her 
grief with filibustering condolence. Within its 
citadel she sat alone, and must ever sit. 

It seemed an intrusion to watch her go, a 
meanness to have been the victim of her mis¬ 
take. She did not go far. Before she had 
reached the seat in its dark corner, where for 
so many years she had sat, waiting between the 
trains, she turned and came back swiftly along 
the platform. Would she notice me ? Had 
one wave of forgetfulness carried me out into 
the ocean of the past for a refluent tide of 
memory to toss back again ? 

With a sinking heart I almost hid from 
her as she came hurrying back. It would be 
impossible to exaggerate the impression of 
haste she conveyed. Close to me she stumbled, 
but, as she fell forward, she lifted her eyes to 
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mine, that almost fell before them : her knees 
had scarcely touched the ground before I had 
caught her. She was very light to lift. But 
before anyone had come to my assistance— 
and some one came at once—I knew that the 
cruel cord was snapped which had bound her, 
eating into her soul. 

She had been lifting her veil again, just as 
she stumbled and fell forward; and I had 
already noted the warm blush on her cheek, 
the incredulous glad flutter in her eyes and on 
her lips. 

I am certain that as she walked away from 
me, after her discovery, she had suddenly 
heard her name called by tardily repentant 
Death, and had hurried back to meet him: 
like the Apostle, scarce believing prae gaudio . 


THE END 
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Eycks to the End of the Seventeenth 
Century, drawn from Contemporary 
Records. Collected and arranged by 
Victor Reynolds. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 


BBSANT (Sir Walter)— continued. 

Fine Paper Editions, poll 8vo, is, net ea. 
Sir Richard Whittington. 
Gaopard do Coligny. 

All sorts &nd_Cond!tions of Men. 
Popular Editions. medium 8vo, 6 d. e.ich 
All Sorts and Conditions of Mon. 
The Golden Butterfly. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

By Celia's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet* 

The Monks of Theloma. 

The Orange Girl. 

For Faith and Freedom, 

Children of Gibeon. 

Dorothy Forster. | No Other Way. 

Demy 8vo, cloth. 7.*. &/. each. 
London. With 125 Illustrations. 
Westminster. With Etching by F. S. 

\v alkf.k. and 130 Illustrations. 

South London. With Etching by F. S, 
Walker, and 118 Illustrations. 

Bast London, With Etching by F. S. 
Walker, and 56 Illustrations by PHIL 
May, L . Raven Hill, and J. Pennell. 
Crown 8vo, buckram. 6*. each. 

As We Are and Ae We May Be* 
Essays and Historiettes. 

The Eul ogy of Richard Jefferies. 

Crown 8vo, c<oth, 3x. 6 d. each. 

Fifty Years Ago* With 144 IUusts. 
The Charm, and other Drawing-room 
Plays, With 50 Illustrations by CllKii 5 

Hammo nd. &c. _ 

Art of F icti on. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 15.net . 

BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA: A 

series of the Classics of the Romance 
(French, Italian, Spanish, and Portu¬ 
guese) Languages; the Original Text, 
with, where necessary, Notes and Intro¬ 
ductions in the language of the Text. 
Small 8vo, single parts, 8 d, net per 
voL ; cloth, single parts, is. net per voL 
Where two or more units are bound in one 
volume (indicated by numbers against 
the title) the price In wrapper remain* 8d. 
per unit, i.r„ two numbers cost is. 4J.: 
three cost 2s.; four cost is. 8 d. In the 
cloth binding the additional cost is 4 d 
for the first, and id, for each succeeding 
unit: i.t., one unit costs u. : two cost 
is, 9d.; three cost is, 6 d \ four cost 35.3d. 
l. Moliere: \a: Misanthrope, 
a. Moliere: Lcs Femmessavantes. 

3. Corneille: Le C.d. 

4. Descartes: Discours de la mc- 

ttiode. 

5-6. Dante : Divina Commcdia I. : 

Inferno. 

7. Boccaccio: Decameron: Prima 

giornala. 

8. Calderon : La vida es suefio. 

9. Reatif de la Brotonne: L'an 

2000. 

10. Camoes : Os Lusfadas: Canto I., II. 
ki. Racine: Athalie. 

xa-15. Petrarca : Remm vulgarium 
(ragmen ta. 

16-17, Dante: Divina Commcdia II.: 
Pdrgalorio. 


BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA-row/iimed 
18-20. Tliller: Mon oncle Benjamin. 

21-22. Boccaccio: Decameron :Seconds 

giomata. 

23-24. Beaumarchais x Le Barbier de 

Seville. 

25. Camoes: Os Lusfadas: Canto III. 
IV. 

26-28. Alfred de Musset: Comedies et 

proverbt'S: La Nuit vrnitieune; 
Audr; del Sarto : Lcs Caprices dc 
Marianne ; Fantasio ; Onoebadine 
pas awe 1'amour. 

20. Corneille: Horace. 

30-3l Dante: Divina Commedia HI.: 
Parad'so. 

32-34. Preyost; Manon I^escatit. 

35 36. CEuvres de MaYtre Francois 
Villon. 

37-39. Guillem de Castro: Las Moce- 

dades del Cid, 1 ., II. 

40. Dante: La Vita Nuova. 

41-44. Cervantes: Cinco Novctas cjein- 
plares. 

45. Camoes: Os Lusfadas: Canto V„ 

VI., VII. 

46. Molibre: L'Avare. 

47. Petrarca: I Trionfi. 

48-49. Boccaccio: Decameron: Terza 
* gjornaia. 

50. Corneille: Cinna. 

51-52 Camoes : Os Lusfadas : Canto VIII., 
IX., X. 

53 54 La Chanson de Holand* 

55*58 Alfred de Musset; Premieres 

Poesies. 

59. Boooaoolo: Decameron: Quarts 
gioniala. 

60-61. Maistre Pierre Pathelln : 

Farce du XV« sieclc. 

62*63. Giacomo Leopardi : Canti. 
64-65. Chateaubriand: Ata'a. 

66. Boccaccio: Decameron, Quinta 
giorn^ta. 

67-70. Blaise Pascal: Le* Provinciates 


BIERCE (AMBROSE).—In the 

Midst of Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, .v ftf.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 22.; Cheap 
Edition, picture cover, u. net. 


B1NDL0S5 (HAROLD), Novel* by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6r each. 

The Conoosslon-Hunters. 

The Mistress of Bonaventure* 
Daventry’s Daughter* 

A Sower of Wheat* Cr. 8vo, cl„ 3 s. (kU 
Ainslle’s Ju-ju. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6 d. : picture cloth, flat back. is. 

BLAKE (WILLIAM): A Critical 

Study by A. C, Swinburne With a 
Portrait. Orowu 8vo, buckram, 6.t. net. 

BOCCACCIO.—The Decameron. 

With a Portrait. Pott 8 vo, cloili. gil^ 
top, 22. pet; leather, gilt edges, 3* n«L 
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111 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


BODKIN (McD., K.C.), Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3 s. (\i. each. 

Dora Myrl, tho Lady Detective, 
bhllleladh and Shamrock* 
T*at*ey the Omadaun, _ 

BORENIUS (TANCRED).—The 

Painters of Vicenza, With 15 Ktill- 
pagc Platrs. Demy 8v.y cloth, js. 67 . net. 

BOURGET (PAUL)—A Living 

Lie. Translated by JoiiN Db Villiers. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. 6cU ; Cheap Edition, 
. pic u rc cover, is. net. 

BOYLE (F.), Works by. Post 

8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 

Chronicles of No-Man's Land. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 

BRAND (JOHN),—Observations 

on Popular Antiqultle*. With the 
Additions of Sir Hknuy Elus. Crown 
8vo. cloth. 3 j. 6 d. 

BRAYSHAW (J. DODSWORTH). 

—Slum Silhouettes: Stories of London 
Lite. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.*. 6d . 

BREWERS (Rev. Dr.) Diction- 

arlos. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6 <i. each, 

Th eft eader’sHand book of Famous 
Names in Fiction, Allusions, 
References, Proverbs, Plots, 
Stories, aud Poems. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative. 

Realistic, and Dogmatic. 

BREWSTER (Sir DAVID), 

Work© by. Post 8vo, cloth. 4s. 6-i. each. 

More Worlds than One: CrceJ of 
Philosopher, Hot* of Christian. Plates. 
The Martyrs of Science: Galileo, 

TYCUO liKAHB, and KKPLF.R. 

Letters on Natural Maglo. With 

numerous Illustrations. 

Bridge catechism. i*y u. 

H . Brydoes. Fcnp. 8vo cloth, is. 6d. nc < 

BRIDGE (J. S C-).—From Island 

to Empire : A Histoiy of the Expansion 
of England by Force of Arms. With In¬ 
troduction by Adm. Sir Cyprian Bridge, 
Mans and Plans. Large crown 8vo, 
c’oth. fix. net. 

BRIGHT (FLORENCE).—A Girl 

Capitalist. Crown 8vo cloth. 6s. 

BROWN IN 0’ STROBTOPO EM&l 

Plppa Passas; and Men and 
Women. With 10 Plates in Colour 
aiter Eleanor F. Bhickdilk. Large 
fc*»p. 4to. cloth, 6 s. net ; Large Paper 
Edition’, parchment, 125. 6d. net. 
Dramatis Paroomn; and Dramatic 
Romances and Lyric*. Wan 10 
Plates in Colour after E. F. Bricrdai.r. 
Large leap. 4to, cloth 6s. nd; Large 
Pap er Edmiox, parchment, i 3 «. a/.ntt 


BRYDGES (HAROLD). — Uncle 

5 am at Home. With 91 Musts, Post 

8vo, ilhist. boards u, : c*olh hmn. is. 6 d* 

BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 

and Novels by. 

The Complete Poetical Works of 
Robert Buchanan. 2 Vois.. crown 
8vo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece 

to each v olume, 12*. _ 

Crown 8vo, cioth, 30. bd. each; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2». each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

A Child of Nature. 

God and the Man. With 11 Illustra¬ 

tions by F. Barnard. 

Lady Kilpatrick. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Aver. 

Annan Water. | Foxglove Manor. 
The New Abelard. | Rachel Dene. 
Matt: A Story of a Caravan. 

The Master of the Mine. 

The Heir of Ltnne. 

Woman and the Man. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6 d. each. 

Red and White Heather. 
Andromeda. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6 d. each. 

The Shadow of the 8word. 

God and the Man. 

Foxglove Manor. 

The Shadow of the Sword. Large 
Type, Fink Paper Edition. Pott ti\o % 
cloth, gilt top, 2 s. net; leather,gilt edges, 
3 s. net, _ 

The Charlatan. Bv koITektBuchanan 
and Henry hi i;kkay. Ciown 8vo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. Kobiksox, 
$s. 6 d .; post 8vo, illust rated txwds, 2 s. 

BURGESS (GELETT) and WILL 

IRWIN. — Th. Picaroon.: A S.n 
Francisco Night’s Entertainment. 

Cr *wn Hvo cln’h. ?x f\d. 

liUklON (ROBERT). — The 
Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo. 
_doth 7 s. 6 d. _ 

CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s. 6 d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrntod boards, aj. each; cloth limp, 
2t. fni. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 

A Son of Hagar. | Tho Deemster. 

Also Lidrary Editions of the three novels, 
crown 8vo, cloth. 6 s. each ; Cheap Popu- 
lar Editions, medium 8vo,portrait cover, 
6d. each ; and the Fink Paper Edition 
of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, 
_ gilt top, 2$. net ; leath er, gilt < dges, 31, net. 

CAMERON (V. LOVETT).- The 

Cruise of the ‘Black Prince* 
Privateer. Cr. 8vo, cloth, with 2 Him. 
trations bv P. Macnab, 3j. bd .; post 8vo, 
picture boards, a*. 


BRYDEN 

Scot. 


(H. 

With 


A.).-An Exiled CAMPBELL (AT 

Frontispiece by J. s. Fleur - de- Camp: 


CRpuriON, H.I. Crowu 8vo, cloth, $s.6d. 


France. Crown 


GODRIC). — 

a Daughter of 

vo, cloth, (Ale 
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6 CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 


CAMPING IN THE FOREST 

With Illustrations in Colour and Line b 1 
Margaret Clayton. Fcap. 410, cloth 
3r- td net. 

. CLARE (AUSTIN), Stories by. 
By the Rise of the River. Crown 

i, 8vo, cloth. 35. 6 d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6f* each. 

CARLYLE (THOMAS).—On th< 

Choice of Books. Post Svo, cloth, tx. td 

l The Tideway. 

Randal of Randalholme. 

CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by. 
Alice In Wonderland. With 1: 
Coloured and many Line illustrations b} 
Millicrnt Sowerby. Large crown 8vo 
cloth gilt, sr. net. 

Feeding the Mind. With a Prcfac< 
by \V. H. Draper. Post tvo, boards 

15. net; leather, a.t. net. 

CLODD (EDWARD). — Myth* 

* and Dream*. Crown Svo, cloth, 3 s. (td. 

'■ CLIVE (Mrs. ARCHER), Novels 

by. Post Svo, clotlu 3 s. 6 d. each; ill us- 
! trated board*, at. each. 

• Paul Farroll. 

Why Fatal Farroll Kill ad hi* With 

CARRUT11 (HAYbENL-1 he Ad. 

vent a res of Jones, with 17 lllusts 
Kcap 8vo. picture cover. is .; cloth, is. fd 


; COBBAN (J. MAC LA REN), 

Novels by. 

The Cure of Soule. Post frvo, illus¬ 
trated boards, 25. 

I The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, clotty 
35. (\L ; post ftvu. illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Burden of Isabel. Crown 8v<* 
cloth, 3 jc. td. 

CHAPMAN’S (GEORGE) Works. 

Vol. I...Plays Complete, including th< 
Doubtful Ones. — Vol. 11 ., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. 
Swinburne.—V ol. II1„ Translations ol 
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three VoU* 
crown 8vo, doth, 35. 6 d. each. 

COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.). 

—Jonathan Swift. Cr. Svo. d., is. (xi. 

CHATFIELD-TAYLOR (H. C.)— 

Fame's Pathway. Cr. 8vo.. cloth. 6 *. 

COLLINS (MORTIMER and 

FRANCES), Novels by. Cr.Svo, cU 
35. 6 d. each;post 8vo, illusld. bds., at. each. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 

You Play me False. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

The Village Gomedy. 

Frances. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards* 2x. each. 

Transmigration. 

A Fight with Fortune. 

Sweet Anne Page. 

IvMt and Twenty. 

CHAUCER for Children : A Qol- 

den Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawkis. WUh 
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4(0, cloth, 35. td. 

Chancer for Schools. With the Story 
oi his Times aud his Work. By Mrs. 
H. R. Ha\vk! 3 , Demy 8vo, cloth, as. td. 

The Prologue to the Canterbury 

Tales. Printed in black letter upon 
hand-made paper, with Illustrations by 
Ambrose Dudley. Kcap. 410, decorated 
cloth, red top, 2s. 6 d, net. 

CHESNEY (WEATHERBY), 

Novels by. Crown $vo, cloth. *$. td. 
each. 

The Cable-man. 

The Romance of a Queen. 

The Claimant, crown 8vo, cloth. 6 s. 

COLOUR-BOOKS: Topographic 

caL Large fcap.sto, cloth, 205. nel each. 
•Switzerland; The Country and 
its People. By Clarence Hook. 
With 56 Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Mr*. James J ardink, and 24 in Two Tints* 
•The Face of China. Written and 
lilus. in Colour and Lint by E. G. Kemp. 
•The Colour of Romo. By Olavs 
M. Potter. With Introduction by 
Douglas Sladen, and Illustration* in 
Three Colours and Sepia by YoSHlO 
Marking. 

•The Colour of London. By Rev. 

W. J. Loftxe, K.S.A. With introduction 
by M. H. Spielmann. F.S.A., and Illus¬ 
trations in Three Colours and Sepia 
bv Yoshio Markino. 

•The Colour of Farts. By MM. lrs 

ACAD&MICIBNS Goncourt. Edited by 
Lucie* Dkscaves, With Introduction by 

L. B£n£dite„ Translated by M. D. FROST. 
Illustrated in Three Colours and Sepia, 
with an Essay, by Yoshio Makkino. 
•Cairo. Jerusalem, and Damascus. 
By D. S. Margoliouth, LitLD. With. 
Illustrations in Three Colours by \V. S.S* 
Tyrwhitt. R.B.A., and Reginald 
BARRATT, A.R.W.S, ^ 

CHESS, The Law* and Practice 

of; with an Analyst* of the Openings. 
JJy Howard Staukton. Edited by 
K. 15 . Wokmai.d. Crown 8vo. cloth. s» 
The Minor Tactics of Cbesa : a 

1 realise on the Deployment 01 ihe 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle, 
lly F. K. Young and E. C. Howell. 
Kcap Svo, cloih, 2s. td. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. 
The Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
played Aug.-Sept., 1895. WUh Annota¬ 
tions by Pillsbury. Lasker, Tarrasch, 

STEINS, bCUIFKEKS, TEICUMANN, BAR- 
DKLEBEN, BLACKBURNS. GUNSBEKG 
Tinsley, Mason, and A lb in ; Biographi¬ 
cal Sketches, and 22 Portraits, Edited by 
H. F. Cheshire. Crown 8vo, cloth. 51. 

CHILD-LOVER’S CALENDAR; 

■009. With Coloured Iilusts. by Amalia 
M. Bower ust. i6mo, picture bd*. u. net. 
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111 ST. MARTIN’S LARS, LONDON, W.C. 


CO LOU BOOKS—*#* tinuid* 

•m^vtrsssr B u ;v 

f '°Kno r GoFP - ^ith Introduction by 
J. Kerr Lawson, Illustration* in Three 
Colonel R. Goff, and 
pC!)j* ‘ ° ‘ C Chief Franciscan 

Moorland*, Streams, 
Cowtl* By Lji 4 y -Rosai ivd 
Northcotb. With Illustration*laThA* 
Colours by K. J. Widoery. 

£ y niJSi,Mr* a . bb ot GasQukt. with 

wSSSgSL? Cotou " by 

noclotb. ror. 64. net each. 

V M n iv°^.® y ^ YL DE S<UK COURT and 
MAY STCRGE-HBKDXRSON. Witb30 illnx- 

fcj 1 r w s 001011 ” by Kkoinai - d 
Usboa and Clntra: with some Ae- 
oount of other Cities and Sltee in Portu- 
87 ** C. Incbbold. With 30 Ulos- 
INCHBOLD Thre * COlOUr * b y ST *KUnr 


COLLINS (WILKIE )-contsnu*H. 
ETtoMna 0 " 10 ^ mediom 8vo .<* «*. 

Woman In White. 

The Law and the Lady. 

Kanandwtf. *f° Nam a 

j asapw JL 

Pn 3 f' 5 H 5 ? ^ White. Larcrttpk, 
rilffj Lditiow. p 0 tt 8vo, cloth! 

The athe . r ’ gilt ed ‘ :es - 3J - nu ‘- 

x "O**®, D**p. Large VrE Edit. 

P eep. «to. cL. i,. net; leather, t.t. fd. net. 


COLQUHOUN (M. J.).—Every 

If #5 .* Cr ° wn 8»o, doti^ 

3s^6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as 

r r*r\ts. . ..._n . -—-■-* 


’T'SZSSS ws sat 

North Foreland to Pen 
>anoe. By Clive Holland. With 
numerous Illustrations In Three Colours 
y Mauricb Raksau. Large fcap. eto 
cloth, t«. 6rf. net F * ' 

In the Abrnzit: The Country and the 
hy AN«c Macdorell. With 
ra Illustrations i* Three Colours by Amt 
Atkinson. Large crown Ito, el., is. net. 

Th £®*f&* rl * n « Of Moroooo. By 

COUNT Stsrnbbrg. Translated bv 

Th»* L r > f CIC ‘ 11 Klustratlona in 

Three Colours by Douglas Fox Pitt. 
K I Laige crown 8vo, doth, Os. net 
• Special Copies on far* rag paf*r 
th+se marked* may be kcd. 


I —-:- • ^1 UUdrOS, JJ, 

COI w'f?? AK,Na » Hk,t80n * By 

M. Hutchison. O Svo, cl. 3 * 6 d 9 

(ARtHURT - - The 

•«- Crown Ivo, cloth, 3,. 6 d. 


COLTON ... 

Belted Seen. 

—- - — ~ rw » s*. va % 

COMPENSATION ACT (THE) 

L<g*r .'ed ho r y8 / to whoi t J o 
S'* 1 ®** ““d wtien It in applicable. 

By A Clement Edwards, M.P. Crown 
8vo. IS. net; cloth, , t . OH. net 


p °™- 

n. wssa's.s:* *-*• 

«u» do no Wrong. 

Jo Owhat the Bnd* of Juitloe, 


COOPER (B. H.). Novels by. 

Om* 5^"^°- c ti th -each. 

Geoffory Hamilton. 

Hwgnlsanfl Pamela. 


COLLINS (WILKIE), Novel, by. 

£ r ‘ 8 ?°- ®L 3 *. 64. each; poet 8vo, picture 
hoard*, 2s. each; cL limp, 2s. 6d. each 

Axitenlna. | BaalLJ Hide andSeek 
Jha Woman la White. 

*£• *'w»Jtoiie. | Man and Wife. 
The Dead Seoret. | After Dark. 
The_Queen of Hearts 


KSSL T K.fSffi'SSa 
&&PSil3Si 8, “ k “**• 

£*“•“ Deep. | A Rogue’s Ufa. 
The Law and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies. * 

The Haunted HoteL 
The Fallen Leaves, 
deaebel’s Daughter. 

Mdan and Solenea. |' I Sav Mo • 
»h« Bvll Genius. | Little MovlSa 
*ha Legacy of Cain. | Blind Love 


CORNISH (J. F,).— Sour draped* 

Crown »to. doth. 6t. F 


C OR N W A L L.— Popular 

the West of Borland 1 

The Droll*. Tradluons, and Superstitions 

m. 2 ^ by Robert 

n^’ *£* With ‘wo plate* by 
George Csuikshank. Cr.8vo.cl.. j±6d. 


COURT (The) of the Tuileries, 

Rm,oi° l *. PKriT Homme 

c JJf*U 2 ?Clk. (1.. ti(JBEPT), by. 
The Prophet of the Great awA y 
Mountains. Crown 8to, dotE«.6d • 
post 8vo, Illustrated board *, ay. ^ 
Crown svo clotb, 3r. 6 d. each. 

_ Van ished Star . The Windfall. 
CRESSWELL (HENRY). — A 

Lady of MIimiIa flrmun CSr#v «1.*L * - 


Lad y of Migrate. Crow n 8vo, cloth, 6 u 

^ Rl ^i ( ^T r t Advc,,tu|,w oi 

Robel. Crown 8ro, cloth, 3f. td . 1 
post 8vo, Illustrated boardi^ * 1 
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CIIATTO & W1NDUS, PUBLISHERS, 


CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.— 

Tales of onr Coast. By S. R. 

Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Hak6ld 
Prkdkrig, * Q„* and W. Clare Russell* 
With 13 Illustrations by Frank Bramg- 
WYN. Crown 8vo, cloth. V- _ 


CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s, 6 d, each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, a*. each ; 
cloth limp. 2 s. (vt. each. 

Pretty Miss Neville, 

A Bird of Passage, | Mr, Jervis* 
Diana Barrington. 

Two Masters. I Interference. 
A Family Likeness; 

A Third Person. | Proper Pride. 
Village Tales ft Jungle Tragedies. 
The kq&1 Lady Hilda, 

Married or Single ? 

In the Kingdom of Kerry* 

Miss Balmalne’s Past, 

Jason. I Beyond the Pale.! 

Terence: With 6 lliusta. by S. Paokt. 
The Cat's-paw* With 12 Illustrations! 
by Krkd Pkgram. 

The Spanish Necklace, With 9 f 
I Busts, by F. Pegram.— Also a Cheap Ed 
without I Busts., picture co ver, tj. net 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. 6 d. each ; post Svo, 
cloth limp, 2s. each. 

Infatuatio n. | Some One Blse, 

• To Let,' "Post &VU, picture boards, ar, ; 

cloth lim p, at. 6 d, _ 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo. 6 <L each. 
Proper Pride. | The Gat’s-pa 
Diana Barrington, 

Pretty Miss Neville, 

A Bird of Passage, 

Beyond the Pale, 

A Family Likeness, 

Miss Balmains’* Past, _ 

CROSS (M. B.)_A Question off 

Means. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6$. 


DAUDET (ALPHONSE). —Thd 

Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

Cr. 8vo. cloth. (ui. : p *st 8vo. bds.. as. 

DAVENANT (FRANCIS!.—HlnU 

for Parents on Choice of Profession 
_for their Son s. Crown 8vo, is. (*/. 

DAVIDSON (H. C.).— Mr. Sad¬ 

ler's Daughters. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s . bj. 

DAVIES - (Dr. N. E. YORKE-), 

Works by. Cr. 8vo. ix. <*a.: cL tr. fvf.ea. 

One Thousand Medical Maxims 
and Surgical Hints. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 
(Foods for the Fat). With Chapter* 
on the Treatment of Gout by Diet. 

Aids to Loftg'Life. Crown 8 vo» a 

cloth, 2j. 6 d. _ 

Vine and Health: How to enjoy 
b**th. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6 d. 


CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC At 

MANACK. Complete in ITvo Series. 
The First from 1835 to 1843; the 
Second, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering 
of the Best Humour of Thackeray, 
Hood, Albert Smith, &c. With nu¬ 
merous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts 
by Crciksiiank, Landkils, &c. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth. 7 s. 6 d. each. 


CUMMINO (C. F. GORDON), 

Works by. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6j. each. 
In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations 

In the Himalayas and on the| 
Indian Plains, With a? illustrations 

Two Happy Tears in Ceylon. 

With 28 Illustrations. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt, Frontis. 


CUSSANS (JOHN E.).—A Hand¬ 
book of Heraldry; including instruc¬ 
tions for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering 
Ancient MSS., &c. With 40S Woodcut 
and 2 Colrd. Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6 s 


DANBY (FRANK).—A Coquette 

io Crnpo. Foolscap 8vo, doth, u. net 


DEAK1N (DOROTHEA), Stories 

_by. Crown 8vo, cloth, yx. 6 d, each. 

The Poet and the Pierrot. 

The Prtnoess ft the Kitchen-maids 


DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 

Crusoe. With 37 Illust*. by Georgs 
Cruieshank. Large Type Kink Paper 
Edition. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top. at. net; 
leather, gHt edges, 3 s. net. 


DEMILLE (JAMES).—AStrango 

Manuscript found in a Copper 
Cylinder. Crowu fcvn, cloth, with 19 
Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul, 3 *- ; 

post 8 to. illustrated boards, 2 s. 


DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 

History of. By Arthur W. Claydkn, 
M.A. with IUi»s.l>*my 8vo.d.,ioa? 61/. net. 

Devon: Its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coasts. By Lad v Rosalind 
Northcote. With Illustrations in Three 
Colouis by F. J. WiDGERY. Large fcap. 
4to. cUth. 2QJ. net. 


DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble 

Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra¬ 
tions. Crown 8vo. cloth, 7 s. 6 d. _ 


DICKENS (CHARLES), The 

Speeohes Of, Edited and Annotated 
by R. H. Shepherd. With a Portrait, 
Pott 8vo, cloth. 2 s. net; leather, 3 s. net 
The Pocket Charles Dlekens : being 
Favourite Passages chosen by Alfred 
H. Hyatt, i6ino,cloth, gilt top, 2 s. net 5 
leather, gilt top, $s. net_ 


DICTIONARIES, 

The Reader’s Handbook of 
Famous Names In Fiotion t 
Allusions. References, Pro¬ 
verbs, Plots, Stories,and Poems. 
By Kev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, doth, 31. 6 d. 

A Dictionary of Miracles, 

Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8v<* 
doth, 31.6 <L 
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DICTIONARIES- continued. 

Familiar Allusions. Ey William A. 

and Charles G. Wheeler. Detny 8vo, 
cloth 7*. 6 d, net. 

Familiar Short Sayings of Great 
Men. With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 
Hvo, cloth. 7 s. 64. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological. 
Historical, and AnecdoUL Ctown 8vo, 
cloth, 6*. 64. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A 

Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By Emrzer 
Edwards. Crown 8va cloth. 3 s. 64 

DIXON (WILLMOTT).—Novels 

*»y_ Crown 8vr>, cloth, 6 s. each. 

The Rogue of Rye. 

King HaJ—of Heronsea. _ 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo. buckram, 6*. each. 

Four Frenchwomen. With Pour 
Portraits, 

Blghteenth Century Vignettes. 

In Three Series, each 6s.; also Fine- 
paper Editions of the Three Series, 
pott 8 vo, cloth, 2s. net each ; leather, 
3 s. net each. 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 Illustrations. 
Side-walk Studies. With 5 illusU. 

DONOVAN (DICK), Detective 

Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each : cloth, 2s. 64. each. 
Caaght at Liast. 

In the Grip of the Lawi 
Iiink by Dink. 

Prom Information Reoelved. 
Suspicion AronsedU 
Riddles Read. 

Chronic les of MlchaelP anevltoh, 

Crown 8vo, cL, 3 s. 64 each ; picture cl* 
flat back, 2*. each ; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. Od.each. 

The Man from Manchester. 

The Mys tery of Jamaic a Terrace. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, $s. 64 each. 
Deacon Brodle : or, Behind the Mask. 

Tyler Tat lock, Private Detective. 

Cr. 8vo, cl., 3 s. 6c i. ca. ; pici. cL flat bk. at. ea. 

The Records of Ylnoent Trill, 
Tales of Terror. _ 

Crown 8vo, doth, 3*. 64. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2 s. each; doth limp, 
2s. (\d. each 

Tracked to Doom. 

A Detect! vo’s Triumphs. 

Tracked and Taken. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 

Crown 8 to, picture clolh~ flat back, 2 s. each ; 
post 8 to, illustrated boards, 29. each; doth 
limp, 2s. 64. each. 

Wanted 1 I The Man -Hunter. 
Dark Deeds. Ctown 8 to. cloth limp, 

2j 6;.; picture doth, flat back . 2s. 

DOWLINO (RICHARD). — Old 

Corcoran’* Money. Cr. 8vo, cl, 3 td. 


DOYLE (A. CONAN).—The Firm 

of Glrdlestonc. Crown Rvo. clot li .3$. 6 4. 

DRAMATISTS, THE 0LD. 

Edited by Col CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo> 
cloth, with Portraits. 3 s. 64. per Vol. 
Ben Jonson f s Works. With Notes, 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio¬ 
graphical Memoir by WILLIAM GlFFORD, 
Three Vols. 

Chapman’s Works. Three Vol*. VoL 
1 . contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II„ 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essav by A. C. Swinburne; VoL III., 
Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe's Works. One Vol. 
Massinger's Plays. From Gifford's 
T ext. One Vol. 

DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 

Children. Roy. 331110, cloth. 1*. net ea. 

1. The Flamp, The Amoliorator, 
and The School-boy's Appren¬ 
tice. By E. V. Lucas. 

2. Mrs. Turner's Cautionary 
Stories. 

8 . Tho Bad Family. By Mrs. 
Fenwick 

1. The Story of Little Black 
Sambo. By Hki.kn Bankkrman. 
Illustrated in colours. 

6 . The Bountiful Lady. By Thomas 
Cobb. 

7 . A Flower Book. Illustrated in 
colours by Nellie Benson. 

8 » The Pink Knight. By J.R. Mon- 
sell. Illustrated in colours. 

8 . The Little Clown. By Thomas 
Cobb. 

10. A Horse Book. By MaryTourtel. 

Illustrated in colours. 

11. Little People: an Alphabet. By 
Henry Mayer and T. W. H. Crosland. 
Illustrated in colours. 

12. A Dog Book. By Ethel Bicknrll* 
With Pictures in colours bv CARTON 
Moore Park. 

13. The Adventures of Samuel 
and Selina. By Jean C. Archer. 

Illustrated id colnunt, 

M. The Little Girl Lost. By Eleanor 

Paper. 

15. Dollies. By Richard Hunter. 
Illustrated in colours by Ruth COBB. 

16. The Bad Mrs. Qlngar. By Honor 
CL Appleuin. Illustrat'd in colours. 

17. Peter Piper's Practical Prin¬ 
ciples. illustrated in colours, 

18. Little White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

20 . Towlooks and his Wooden 
Horse. By Alice M. Appleton. 
Illu*.in colours by Honor C. Appleton. 

21. Three Little Foxes. Bv Mary 

Touktkl Illustrated hi colours. 

22. The Old Man’s Bag. By T. W. 
H. Crosland. Illus. bv j # r. Monsbll. 

28. Three Little Goblins. By M. 

G. Taggart. Illustrated in colours. 

25. More Dollies. Bv Richard Hun¬ 
ter* Ulus, in colours by Ruth Code, 
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DUMPY BOOKS ^-continued. 

98. Little Yellow Wang-lo. By U. 

C. Bell. Illustrated in colours. 

28. The Sooty Man. By E. B. 
Mackinnox and Eden Coyske. Ulus. 

80. Ros&llna. Illustrated in colours by 
Jean C. Archer. 

81. Sammy and the Snarlywlnk. 

Illustrated in colours by Lena and Nor¬ 
man Ault. 

83 . Irene's Christmas Party. By 

Richard Hunter. Iiiua. by RuthCorb. 
Si. The Little Soldier Book. By 

Jessie Pope. Illustrated in colours by 
Henry Mayer. 

85. The Dutoh Dell's Ditties. By 

C. Aubrey Moore. 

38. Ten Little Nigger Boys. By 

Nora Cask. 

87. Humpty Dumpty's Little Son. 

By Helen k. Cross. 

38. Simple Simon. By Helen R. 

Cross. Itlnslrated in colour a. 

88. The Little Frenchman. By 

Edkn Coybkk. illustrated in colours by 
K.J. Frtcrro. 

10. The Potato Book. By Lily 

SCHOPIELD. Illustrated In colours. 


DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7 s. 6 d. each. 
A Sooial Departure. With in 

Illustrations by r. H. TOWNSEND. 

An American Olsl In London. 

With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 

The Simple Adventures of a 
Mem s ahib. With 37 Il lustration* 

Crown 8vo, doth. 3 s. 6 4. each. 

A Daughter of To-Day. 

Yemon's Aunt. With 47 Illustrations. 


DUTT (R0ME5H C.).—England 

end India: Progress during Oat 
Hundred Years. Crown 8?o, cloth, 2s. 


DYSON (EDWARD).— In the 

Roaring PifttM. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6». 

EDWARDE5 (Mrs. ANNIE), 

Novels by. 

A Point of Honour. Post Svo, 

illustrated boards, aj. 

Archie Lovell, Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3 s. 6 d.; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Plaster Saint. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6 d. 


EDWARDS (EL1EZER).— 

Words. Pacts, end Phrases: A Die. 
tinnary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-ef-th* 
Way Matters. Crown Ivo, cloth, 3r. 6d, 


EQERTON (Rev. J. C.).- 

Sunez Polk and Sawez Ways, 

With Foot llkists. Crown Svo, cloth, 51. 


EOGLESTON (EDWARD).— 

Rosy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris: 

Recollections of Louis Philippe and the 
Empire. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3* 6X 


EPISTOLA5 OBSCURORUM 

Vtrwvai (1115-1117). Latin T«xt, 
with Translation, Introduction, Note., 
Ac., by F. G. Storks, Royal Svo, buck. 
ram, agg. net __ 

EVERYMAN: A Morality. 

Printed on pure rag paper, with lus¬ 
trations by Ambrose Dudley. Poap. 
_4to, deco rated c lo th, red top, i t . 6 d. net. 


EYES, Our: How to Preserve 

Them. By JOHN BROWNING. Crown 
8vo, cloth, u. _._ - 

FAIRY TALES FROM 

TUSCANY. By Isabella M. Andrk- 
ton. Square i6mo, cloth, with Prontia- 
piece, is. net. _ 

FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis- 
ceRaneons Information, including Cele¬ 
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, 
Country Seats, Ruins, Churches. Ships. 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, etc. 
By W. A. and C. G. WHEELER. 

Ivo. cloth. 7s, 6JL net, _ _ 

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINQS 

of aront Men. By S. A. Bknt. AM. 
Crown hS| cloth, 7 s. 6 d. _ 

FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 

by. Post Ivo, cloth, s.% 6rf. each. 

Tbs Chemical History of » 
Candle: Lectures delivered before a 
Juvenile Audience. Edited by WILLIAM 
Chooses. F.C.S. With numerous Viwi*. 
On the Various Foroes off^a.tnrc^ 
and their Halations to each 
other. Kdlted by WiluaB Crooeks, 
FC.S. With Illustration*._ 

FARRAR (F.W., D.D.).— Ru5S3n\ 

rs n RMigi.ua Teacher. Square v 
i6 mo, cloth, with Frootlsplvce, is. ng. I 

FARRFR (J. ANSON^—VVar: ( 

Three Essays. Pown Ivo, cloth, rs. * '■ 

FENN (0. MANV1LLE), Novels 

by. _ Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6 d. each; 
post tvo, Illustrated boards, aj. each. 

Tbs Mow Mistress. 

Witness to tbs Deed* 

Tbs Tiger Lily. 

Th. Wnlto virgin. 


Crown 8to. cloth, «. 6rf. each. 

JL Woman Vorth winning. 

Cur and by a Fortnne. 

The Case of JUUa Gray. 
ConuoioN Jack. 

Black Blood. | In Jeopardy* 
Double Cunning. 

A Fluttered Dovecote. 

King of the Castle. 

Tbe Master of the Ceremonies. 
The Story of Antony Grace* . 
The Man with a Shadow. 

One Maid's Mischief. 

This Men's Wife. ^ 

The Beg of Diamonds, and 
Bits of Paste. 

Running Amok. 
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PBNN (O. MANVILLB)— eontinuti. 
Crown 8ro, cloth, 6*. each. 

Black Shadows. 

The Oankeraorm. 

Bo &lke a Woman. 

A Crimson Crime. Crown 8vo, cloth. 
3*. Ui .; picture cloth, flat back. a*. 


FICTION, a Catalogue of, with 

Descriptions and Reviews of nearly 
Twelve Hundred Novels, will be 
Sent free by CUATTO & WlNDUS upon 
application. 


FIREWORK - MAKING, The 

Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By THOMAS Kbvtish. With' 
267 Illustrations, Cr. Svo, cloth, 3*. 6 d. 


FISHER (ARTHUR O.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. each. 
WithyfOFd. With Coloured Frontis¬ 
piece by O. D. Armour, and 5 Plates in 
sepia by R. H. BUXTON. 

The Land of Silent Foot. With a 

Frontispiece by G. D. ARMOUR. 


FITZGERALD (PERCY), by. 

Fatal Zero. Crown Svo, cloth, 31 . 6J.; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. 


Post Svo, Illustrated boards, a s. each. 

Bella Donna. I Folly. 

The Lady of Bmntoma 
Never forfottoii. 

The Second Mri, Tllloteon. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 


FLAMMARION (CAMILLE).— 

Popular Astronomy. Translated 
by J. Ill LARD Goss, F.R.A.S. With Three 
Plates and 288 Illustration*. A New 
Edition, with an Appendix giving the 
results of Recent Discoveries. Medium 
Svo, cloth, ie*. 6rf. 


FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.- 

For information as to this important 
Series, printed from a new type designed 
by Herbert P. Hornk, now first 
engraved, see special Prospectus. 

FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 

—Dumb. Cr.wu 8v<> cloth, 3,. 6d. 

FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels 

by* Crown Svo, cloth, jr. 6d. each ; posi 
8vu, illustrated boards, as. each. 

One by One I A Real Queen. 
A Dog and his fihadow. 

Hopes of Band. With Illustrations. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards. 2 s. each. 

Romances of the Law. 

King or Knave V | Olympia. 

laok Doyle's Daughter. Crown Svo. 
doth, 3 s. 6d. 


FRANCO - BRITISH EXHIBI¬ 

TION Illustrated Review (The), 

ioc 8. A Complete Souvenir of the Ex¬ 
hibition. Profusely illustrated. Edited 
by F. G. Dumas. Large folio, pictorial 
cover, (a. net; cloth, js, 6d, net. Also 
the Edition dr Luxe, printed on fine-art 
_pa per and in a specia l b inding, to s 6</.n eL 

FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels 

by. Post Svo, cloth, 31. 6 <L each; 
Illustrated boards, 2*. each. 

Beth’s Brother’s Wife. 

The Lawton Girl . _ 

FREEMAN (R. AUSTIN).—John 

Thomdyke** Cases Illustrated by H. 
M. BROCK, and from Photographs. 
Crows 8vo, cloth, 31. 6 d. net. _ 

FRY’S (HERBERT) Royal 

Guide te the Leaden Charities. 

Edited by JOHN Lank. Published 
Annually. Crown 8vo. doth, ij. fid. 

dARbENlNO BOOKS. Post8vo, 

is. each ; cloth, u. 6 d. each. 

A Tear’s Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse. By Gkorgk Glf.nny. 

Household Horticulture. By Tou 
andjAXK Jkrrold. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By Tom JliRROLD. 

Our Kitchen Garden. By Tom 

Jkrkold. Post Svo. cloth, if net 
Sir William Temple upon the 
Gardens Of BpiburuS ; together 
with other XVllth Century Garden 
Essays. Edited.with Notes and Introduc¬ 
tion, by A. Forbes Sievekixg, F.S.A. 
With 6 Illustrations. Small Svo, cloth 
or boards, is. 6*. net; quarter vellum, 
3t. 6 d. net: three quarter vellum, 31. net, 

GAULOT (PAUL), Books by. 

The Rad Shirts: A Tale of ’The 
Terror.' Translated by JOHN DR ViL- 
LISRS. Crown Svo, cloth, with Frontis¬ 
piece by Starlet Wood, 3 3. &/.; picture 

doth, flat back, 1. _ 

Crownlvo, cloth, 6 3. each. 

Love and Lovers of the Past. 

Translated by C. LAROCHE, M.A. 

A Conspiracy under the Terror. 
Translated by C. Laroche, M.A, With 
Illustrations and Facsimiles. _ 

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. With 
Introduction by John Kuskin, and 22 
Steel Plates after George Cruikshank, 
Square Svo, cloth gilt. 65. _ 

GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 

by. Crown 8yo, cloth. 3,. 6 d. each; 
post !to. Illustrated boards, at. each. 

Robin Gray. 

The Golden Shaft. 

The Flower of the Forest. 

The Brae, of Yarrow. 

Of High Degree. 

Queen of the Meadow. 
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GIBBON (CttARLES) —continutd. 

Post Svo, illustrated board*, is. each. 

For Laok of Gold. 

What Will the World flay? 

For the King. | A Hard Knot. 
In Pastures Green. 

In Love and War. 

A Heart’s Problem. 

By Mead and Stream. 

Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 
In Honour Bound. 

Heart’s De light. 1 Blo od-Money. 
The Dead Heart. Pott 8 vo, illustrated 
boards, u .; Popular Edition, medium 
8 v o, 6d. _ 

GERARD (DOROTHEA).—A 

Queen of Curds and Cream, Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3 s, 6d. _ 

OIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).- 

Sentenced I Crown 8vo. cloth, u. 6 d. 


GIBSON (L. S.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. eich. 

The Freemasons. | Burnt Spices. 

Ships of Desire. _ 

The Freemasons. Cheap Edition, 

pictu re cover, u. net. 

GILBERT (WILLIAM).—James 

Duke, Costermonger* Poet 8vo, illus¬ 
trated boards, is. _ 

GILBERT S (W. S.) Original 

Plays. In 3 Series. Fine-Paper Eomost, 
Poll 8vo, cloth, gHt top, 2 s. act each ; 
leather, gilt e*?g;es, 3 s. net each. 

The First Series container The Wicked 
World — Pygmalion and Galatea — 
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of 
Truth—Trial by Jury—IolanUie. 

The Second Series contains: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Grctchen — Dau I Druce—Tom Cobb 
—H.M.S. ‘Pinafore'—The Sorcerer— 
The Pirates of Penzance. 

The Third Series contains: Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty's Fairy — Rosen- 
cranta and Guildenstcrn— Patience— 
Princess Ida—The Mikado— Ruddlgore 
—The Yeomen of the Gaard—The Gon¬ 
doliers—The Mountebanks—Utopia. 
Bight Original Comio Operas 
written by W. S. Gilbert. Two Series, 
demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6 d. net each. 

The First Series contains: The Sorcerer 
—H.M.S. ‘Pinafore—The Pirates of 
Penzmce — Iolanthe — Patience — Prin¬ 
cess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Juiw. 
The Second Series contains: The Gon¬ 
doliers—The Grand Duke—The Yeomen 
of the Guard—His Excellency—Utopia, 
Limited—Rudd i gore—The Mountebanks 
—Haste to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth¬ 
day Book : Quotations for Every Day 
in the Year. Compiled by A, WATSON. 
Royal TGmo, cloth, 2 s. (td. 

GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, doth, gilt hip, 6 s. each 

A Secret of the North Sea. 


OtSSINO (ALGERNON)— continued. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6 s. each. 

Knitters in the Sun. 

The Wealth of Mallerstang. 

An Angel’s Portion. 

Balioi G arth. _ 

The Dreams of Simon Usher* 

Crown Svo, doth, 32. 6 d. 

G LA N VILLETERNESI ), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3**. 6 a. e*ch ; 
post Svo. iUu*f rated boards, is. each. 

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Illustra¬ 
tions by HrMb Nisorr. 

The Fossleker: A Romance of Mash- 
on aland. Two lllust*. by Hu.ME NlSBKT. 
A F&lr C olonist. With Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3j. 6 H. each. 

The Golden Bock. With Frontispiece 
by Stanley Wood. 

Tolas from the Yeld. With 12 Blasts. 
Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations 
hr J. S. Crompton, R.l. 

GLENNy (a‘E0RGfe|.—A Year** 

W*rk In Garden sad Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Fame Garden. Post Svo. is. : cl., f t. 6 d. 

GODWIN (WILLIAM). — Lives 

of the Necromancers. Pont 8*0. cl 2s. 

GOLDEN TREASURY - of 

Thought, The : A Dictionary of Quo¬ 
tations from the Beat Authors. By 
Theodore Taylor. Cr. gvu, d„ 3 s. 6L 

GOODMAN (E. J.)—The Fate of 

Herbert W.yne. Cr. 8ro. gl„ v. M. 

GORDON (SAMUEL. — The 

Perry of Pate: a Tale of Russian 

Jewry. Crown Rvn. doth. fix. 

aoRE (J. eXlar d7 fTrTaIsTP^ 

Astronomical Curiosities. With two 
illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6*. net. 

ORACE (ALFRED A.).—TaTes 

of a Dyjif Race. _Cr. 8yr>, cl., 3 s. 6//. 

Greeks and RoMANsrThe 

Life of the, described from Antique 
Monuments. By Ernst Gciil and W. 
Koner. Edited by Dr. F. Huefkrr. 
With 545 Hlusts. Demy 8 vo, cl„ 71 6 c/ . 

OREEN (ANNA KATHARINES 

Novels by. Crowu Svo, doth, 6s. each. 

The Millionaire Baby. 

The Wo man L th* A^o ove. 

The Ametnyst aoa. Crown Svo, 
doth, 32. 6 d. 

Q REENW 00 b (JAMES).—the 

Prisoner In tlie Dock. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 32. 6 <L 

GREY (Sir" GEOftGE). — The 

Romance of a Proconsul. By James 

MILNE. Crown 8vo, buclrnun. 6r. 

GRIFFITH (CECIL).-Corlntnia 

_Marazlon. Crown 8vo, cloth. 32, &/. 

Griffiths (Major a.).—no. 99 , 

Aud Blue Blood. Ciown Svo, cloth, 22. 
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OUNTER (A. CLAVERING).—A 

Florida Enchantment. Crown Svo. 
_ doth, 3 s. 6 d. __ 

OUTTENBERO (VIOLET), 

Novels by. Crown 8ro. doth, 6x. each. 

Neither Jew nor Greek. 

The Power of the Palmist. _ 

UYP. — CLOCLO. Translated b> 

Nora M. Statham. Cr. 8vo, cl., 31. 6d 

HABBERTONlJOHN).—Helen's 

Babies. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and' o Illustrations by Eva Roos. Fcap. 
_ 4I0. cloth, 6*. _ 

HAIR, The: its Treatment in 

Health, Weakness, and Disease. 

Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PlNCUs. Crown 8vo. ix. : cloth, ix. <xl. 

Hake (Or. T. GORGON), Poems 

by. Cro\*n 8vo, cloth, 6x. each. 

New Symbols. 

Lctfandi of the Morrow. 

Tho Serpent Pl ay. 

Malden Ncataay. Small 4 *0. cloth. 8s . 

HALL (Mrs. 3. C.).—Sketches 

of Irish Character. With Illustra¬ 
tions on Steel and Wood by CRUiK- 
SHANK MaCLISE. OtLBZKT, and HaKVKY. 
Demy 8vn. cloth. 7x. 6 d. 

HALL (OWEN), Novels by. 

The Track of a Storm. Ciown 8vo, 
picture cloth. Hat b..ck. 2 s . 

Jet Bam. Crown Svo. elo.U , 3*. 6<L 
Crown 8vo f cloth. 6j. each. 

Eureka. I Hernando. 

HALL IDAY (AN D R EW).- 

Every-day Papers. Post Svo, ill 12s- 
trnTfd boards, 2s. 

Hamilton (Cosmo), stories 

by. 

The Glamour of the Impoaeible; 
and Through a Keyhole* Crown 

8vo f clot h. 3 j. M- _ 

Crown Hv»j, cloth. 6x. each. 

Nature's Vagabond, Ac. 

Plain Brown.__ 

HANDWRITING, The Philo- 

sophy of. With over 100 Facsimile*. 
13 / Don Kkux i>r Salamanca, Post 
Hvo. half-cloth. 2s. 6 d. 

HARDY (IZXdUFFUS), Novels 

by. Crown Svo. cloth, 65. each. I 

The Lesser ISvll. 

Man, Woman, and Fate. 

A Butterfly. 

HARDY (THOMAS). — Under 

the Greenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth 
3 s. (xi.; illustrated boards, ax,; cloth 
limp, is. 6 d. Also the Fink Pape;* 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt ton, ax. net: 
leather, gilt edges. 31. net; and the Chkap 
Edition medium 8vo.6rf. 

HARKINS (E. F.j.—The Schem¬ 

ers. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6*. 


HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER), 

Books by. 

Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 
50 other Illustrations by J. A. SHEPHERD. 
Pott 4to. cloth, gilt top, ox. 

Nights with Uncle Remus. With 
8 Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 
J. A. SHEPHERD. Imperial i6mo, cloth,6<r. 

HARTE’S (BRET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten 
Volumes, crown 8vn, cloth, fix each. 

VoL 1 . Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works, With Port. 

* II. The Luck of Roaring Camp— 

Bohemian Papers—American 
Legends. 

„ III. Talfs of the Argonauts— 
Eastern Sketches. 

* IV. Gabriel Conroy, 

„ V. Stories — Condknsed Novels, 

„ VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 

* VII. TalesofthrPacificSlopb— II. 

With Portrait by John Pettie. 

* VIII. Tales of Pine and Cypress. 

„ IX. Buckeye and Chappakkl. 

„ X. Tal ks of Trail and Town. 

Bret Harto^Choice^orks in Prose 
and Verse, With Portrait and 40 Illus¬ 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. 6r/. 

Bret Harte’s Poetical Works, In¬ 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
8vo, buckram, 4.?. Gc i. 

In a Hollow of the Hills* Crown 
8vo. picture cloth, fiat back, ax. 
Condensed Novels. (Two Series in 
One Volume.) Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 
ax. net; l eather, gilt ed ges, 3*. net 

. Crown 8ve, cloth, 6x. each. 

On the Old Trail. 

Under the Redwoods, 

From Sandhill to Pine* 

Stories In Light and Shadow. 
Mr. Jack Hamlin’s Mediation. 
Trent’s T rust. _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3x. 6 d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, ax. each. 

Gabriel Conroy. 

A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illus¬ 
trations by Stanley I.. Wood. 

A Ward of the Golden Gate* With 
59 Illus trations bv Stanley L. WOOD. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, $s.6d each. 

Susy. With 2 Illusts. bv J. A. Christhl 
The Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, &c. 

With 39 Musts. t>y Dudley Hardy, &c. 
Clarence: A Story of the American War. 

With 8 Illustrations by A. J ulk Goodman. 
Barker’s Luck, &c. with 39 Illusha- 
tiimsby A. Forkstier, Paul Hardy, &c. 
Devil’s Ford. &c. 

The Crusade of the ‘Excelsior/ 

With Frontis. by J. Bernard Partridgr. 

Tales of Trail and Town. With 
Frontispiece by G. P. Jacomh-Hood. 
Condensed Novels. New Scries. 
Three Partners; or, The Big 
Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. 
With 8 Illustrations by J. Guucil. Atso 
the Cheap Edition, medium 8vo, 6J. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, . 


ART A LETTERS LI BRARY —eontd* 
Stories of tlie En^llili Artists, 

from Vandyck to Turner (1600-1851), 
drawn from Contemporary Records. Col¬ 
lected and arranged by Randall Davies 
and Cecil Hunt. 

Stories of the French Artists, 

from Clouet to Ingres, drawn from Con¬ 
temporary Records. Collected and 
arranged by P. M. TURNER and C. H. 
Collins Baker. 

Stories of the Spanish Artists 

until Goya. Drawn from Contempor¬ 
ary Records. „ Collected and arranged by 
Luis CarRENO. [Preparing. 

The Little Flowers of S.Fr&nele of 
Assisi; Trans, by Prof. T. W. ARNOLD 


Large crown 8vo, cloth, 7 s, 6 d. net each ; 
parchment, tojc. 6 d. net each. 
Women of Florence. By Prof. fsi- 
doro del Lungo. Translated by Mary 
G. Steegmann. With Introduction by 
Dr. Guido Biagi, 2 Coloured Plates and 
24 in Half-tone. . , 

The Master of Game: The Oldest 
English Book on Hunting. By EDWARD. 
Second Duke of York. Edited by W. A. 
and F. Baillie-Grohkan, With Intro, 
deletion by Theodore Roosevelt, 
Photogravure Frontispiece, and 23 full- 
page Illustrations after Il luminations. 

ARTEMUS WARD’S Works. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait, 3 *. - 

po st 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, _ 

ARTIST (The Mind of the): 

Thoughts and Sayings of Artists on their 
Art. Collected and arranged by Mrs. 
Laurence Binyon. With 8 full-page 
PI at c ?. Fcap.Svo. cloth.gilt top, 3r.frf.net. 


AUTHORS for the POCKET. 

Mostly compiled by A. H. Hyatt. i 6 mo, 
cloth, it. net each r leather, yt. net each. 

The Pooket R. US. 

The Pocket Thackeray. 

The Pocket Charle* Dickens. 

The Pocket Richard Jefferies: 
The Pocket George MacDonald. 
The Pocket JBeaerson. 

Tke Pocket Thomas Hardy. 

The Pocket George Kliot. 

The Pocket Gharlei Kingsley. 
The Poeket Raskin. 

The Pocket Lord B oa oonsfield. 
The Flower of the Mind. 

BACTERIA. Yeast Fungi, and 

Allied Species, A Synopsis of* By 

W. B. Grove, BJV. With 87 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. doth, 55.6 d. 

BALLAbS and LYRICS of LOVE; 

selected from Percy’s ‘Reliqucs.* Edited 
with an Introduction by F. Sidgwick. 
With 10 Plates in Colour after Byam 
Shaw, R.L Large fcap. 4to # cloth, 6 s. 
net: Large Paper Edition, parchment. 
its. (yd. net. 

Legendary Ballads, selected from 
PERCY'S ’ ReLiques.* Edited with an 
Introduction by F. Sidgwick. With 10 
Plates In Colour after By am Shaw, R.L 
Large fcap. 4(0, doth, 6 s. net; Large 
Paper E dition, parchment, i2s r (xL net. 

BARDSLEY (Rev. C. W.).— 

English Surnames t Their Sources 

and Significations. Cr. fi vo, cloth, 7 *- 6 rf. 

BARGAIN BOOK (The).—By C. E. 

Jerningham. With a Photogravure 
Frontispiece. Demy 8 vo, cloth, lOi. 6 d. 
net. _r Prtfarint. 


ASHTON (JOHN).—Social Life 

lit the Reign of Queen Anne. With 
8^ Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth. %r.6d 

AUGUSTINE (Saint), The Con- 

fesslons of, as translated by Dr. E. B. 
Pusf.y. Edited by Tkmplk Scott, with 
an Introduction by Mrs, Mbynell. With 
II Plate? in four colour? and r in four 
colours and gold, by Maxwell Arm- 
field. Large cr. 8vo, ch>th, 7 s, 6 d, net. 
Also an Edition de Luxe. cr. 4to, puic 
ragpaper.with the plates mtd.,parchment, 
net: pigskin with clasps. 2 $j. net 


AUSTEN (JANE), The Works of: 

The ST. MARTINS ILLUSTRATED 
EDITION, in Ten Volumes, each Illus¬ 
trated with Ten Reproductions aftei 
Water-colours by A. Wallis Mills. 
With Bibliographical and Biographical 
Notes by R. Brimlky Johnsox. Post 8vo, 
cloth, 3*. 6 d. net per vol. The NoveU are 
arranged in the following order. Vols. I. 
and II.. PRIDE AND PREJUDICE; 
Vols. III. and IV., SENSE AND SENSI- 
BILITY; Vol. V., NORTH ANGER 
ABBEY; Vol. VI.. PERSUASION: 
Vols. VII. and VIII., EMMA ; VoU. IX. 
and X, MANSFIELD PARK. 


BARING-GOULD (S.), Novel# by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6 d. each; post 8vo. 
Illustrated boards, 2 s. each ; POPULAR 
Editions, medium 8vo, 6 d. each. 

Red Spider. I Bvo. _ 

BARKER (ELSA).—The Son of 

Mary Bethel. Crown 8vo, doth, 6r. 

BARR (AMELIA E.).—Love will 

Venture In, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3 s. 6 d. 

BARR (ROBERT), Stories by. 

Crown 8 yo , cloth. 35. 6 d, each. 

In a Steamer Chair. With 2 lUusts, 
From Whose Bourne, &c. With 47 
Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 
Revenge! With 12 Illustrations by 
Lancelot Speed and others. 

A Woman Intervenes* 

A Prince of Good Fellows. With 
15 Illustrations by E. J. Sullivan. 

The Speculations of John 8 teele« 
The unchanging Bast. _ 

BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by. 

Post Svo, illust. bds.. is. ea.; cl.. 2s, bd, ea. 

The Sin of Olga Zassoulloh. 
Little Lady Linton. 

Honest Davie. | Found Guilty 
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BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by -coni. 
Post 8vo, illus f . biK. 2 *. ea.; cl„ 2j.6rf.ea. 
John Ford; and Hla Helpmate* 

A Recoiling Yengeanoa 

Lieut. Ba rnabas. _ 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6 d. each ; post 8vo, Must. 

boards, 2s. each : cloth limp, 2 s. 6 d. each. 
For Love and Honour. 

Between Life and Death. 
Fottered for Life. 

A Mining Witness. With 8 Illus¬ 
trations by W. H. MaRGETSOK. 

The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 
The Harding Scandal. 

A Prodigal’s Progress. 

Folly Morrison. 

Under a Strange Mask. With 19 
Illustrations by E. F. Bkewtnall. 

Was fib a Justified? 

The Obliging Husband. With 
Coloured Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6 s. each. 

Lady Judas. 

The Error of Her Ways. 

Fettered for JLlfe. Popular Edition, 

medium 8vo. 6rf. 

BARRINGTON (MICrlAfcLi.— 

The Knight of the Golden Sword. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6 s. 

BASKERVILLE (JOHN): A 

Memoir. By Ralph Straus and R. IC 
Dbkt. With 13 Plates. Large quarto, 
buckram, au, net. 


BATH (The) in Diseases of the 

Skin. By J. L. Milton. PostSvo. u : 
cloth, Ij. 6 : 1 . _ _ 

BEACONSFIELD, LORD. ByT. 

P. O’Connor, M.P. Crown 8vo,cloth, 5$. 

B^CHSTEIN (LUDWIG), and the 

Brothers GRIMM. —As Pretty as 
Seven, and other Stories. With 98 
Illustrations by Richter. Square 8vo, 
cloth, 6 s. 6 d.; gilt edges, 7 s. 6 d. 

BENNETT (ARNOLD), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Leonora. I A Great Man. 
Teresa of Watling Street. With 8 
Illustration* bv Frank Gilleit. 

Tales of the Five Towns. 

Hugo. 

Sacred and Profane Love. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6 s .; Cheap Edition, with 
picture cover in 3 colours, u. net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 j. 6rf. each. 

Anna of the Five Towns* 

The Gates of Wrath. 

The Ghost. | The City of Pleasure. 

The Grand Babylon Hotel. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3 j. 6 d.; Popular Edition, 
medium 8vo, 6 d. 

BENNETT (W. C.).-Songs for 

Sailors. Post 8vo, cloth, zs. j 


BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6 d. each ; post 8vo, 
Must, lids, a s. each ; cl limp, 2j. 6rf. each, 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

My Little Girl. 

With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of Yulcan. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

By Oella’s Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet 
The Seamy Side. 

The Cate of Mr. Lucraft. 

’Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 

The Ten Tears’ Tenant. 


BESANT (Sir WALTER), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6J. 
each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. 
each ; cloth limp, 2j. 6rf. each. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

With 12 Illustrations by Krkd. Barnard. 

The Captain’s Room, &c. 

All in a Garden Fair. With 6 Illus¬ 
trations bv Harry Fukniss. 

Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 
Uncle Jack, and other Stories. 
Children of Gibeon. 

The World Went Very Well Then. 

With 12 Illustrations by A. Fokkstier. 
Herr Paulus. 

The Bell of St. Paul’s. 

For Faith and Freedom. With 
Ulusls. bv A. Forestikr and F. Waddy. 
To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 Illus¬ 
trations by A. FORKSTIER. 

The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece. 
Armorel of Lyonesse* With 12 1 Lius- 
♦rations by F. Barnard. 

St. Katherine’s by the Tower* 
With 12 Illustrations bv C. Green. 
Verbena Camellia Stophanotis. 
The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 

Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. 

With i2 Illustrations by \V. H. Hyde. 

In Deacon’s Orders, &c. With Front is. 
The Revolt of Man. 

The Master Craftsman* 

The City of Refuge. 


Crown 8vo, cloth 3 s. 6 d. each. 

A Fountain Sealed. 

The Changeling. 

The Fourth Generation. 

The Orange Qirl. With 8 Illustrations 
by F. Pegram. 

The Alabaster Box. 

The Lady of Lynn. With 12 I Dust ra¬ 
tions by G. Demain-Hammond. 

No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations 
by C. D. Ward. 

Crown 8vo. picture cloth, tlaFback, 25. each. 

St. Katherine’s by the Tower. 

The Re bel Queen. 

Large Type, Fink Paper Editions, oott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, is. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, 3*. net each. 

London. 

Westminster* 

Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Prof.. 
b, H. Palmer,) 
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B8SANT (Sir Walter)-, continued. 

Fine Paper Editions, poll ftvo, 21. net ea. 
Sir Richard Whittington. 
Gaspard de Coligny. 

All Sorts and Co nditi on* of Men.] 
Popular Editions’ medium Svo, bd. * ach 
All Sorts and Conditions of Mon. 
The Oolden Butterfly. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy* 

By Celia's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet* 

The Monks of Thalema. 

The Orange Girl. 

For Faith and Freedom. 

Children of Glbeon. 

Dorothy Forster. | No Other Way. 

Demy 8vo, cloth, 7 $. 6,/. each. 
London. With 125 Illustrations. 
Westminster. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 130 Illustrations. 

South London. With Etching by F. SL 
Walker, and 118 Illustrations. 

Bast London. With Etching by F. S. 
Walkkr, and 56 Illustrations by PHIL 
May, L . Raven Hill, and J. Pennell. 
Crown 8vo. buckram. 6*. each. 

As We Are and As We May Be. 
Bssays and Historiettes. 

The Bulogy of Richard Jefferies. 

Crown Svo. C/oth, 31. 6 d. each. 

Fifty Years Ago. With 144 Iliusts. 
The Charm, and other Drawing-room 
Plays. With 50 Illustrations by Ciikl< 

Hammo nd. £c. _ 

Art of Fiction. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 12.net . 

BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA: A 

scries of the Classics of the Romance 
(French, Italian, Spanish, and Portu¬ 
guese) Languages: the Original Text. 
wlth ; where necessary, Notes and Intio- 
ductions in the language of the Text. 
Small 8vo, single parts, &d, net per 
voL ; cloth, single parts, ir. net per vol 
Where two or more unit9 are bound In one 
volume (indicated by numbers against 
the title) the price in wrapper remains Sd. 
per unit, i>., two numbers cost is. 4J.; 
three cost 2 s .; four cost 2 s. 8d. In the 
cloth binding the additional cost is 4 d 
for the first, and id. for each succeeding 
unit: *>., one unit costs is. ; two cost 
1$. 9d.: three cost 2 s. 6 d.\ fi'urcost3t.3d. 
I. MoUere: \jc Misanthrope, 
a. Mollcre : Les Femmes savantes. 

3. Corneille: Le C.d. 

4. Descar tea : Discours de la mc- 

thode. 

5-6. Dante: Divina Commedia I. : 

Inferno. 

7. Boccaccio: Decameron : Prima 

Riomata. 

8. Calderon : La vida cs suefio. 

9. Restif do la Brctonne: L'an 

2000. 

10. Camoes: Os Lusiadas: Canto I., II.; 

11. Raolne: Athaiie. 

12-15. Petrarca s Rsrrnn vulgarlum 
fragmenta. 

16-17. Dante: Divina Commedia II. :| 
Purgaturio, I 


BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA -continu'd 
18-20. Tllller: Mon oncle Benjamin. 
21-22. Boccaccio: Decameron : Second* 

giornata. 

23-24. Beaumarchais: Le Barbier de 

Seville. 

25 . C&moea: Os Lusiadas: Canto III. 
IV. 

26-28. Alfred de Musset: Comedies ct 
Proverbtrs: La Nvit v6nitiennc; 
Andri del Sarto : Les (.'apt iers de 
Marianne ; Fantasio; Ounebatline 
pa« avec I'amour. 

20. Corneille: Horace. 

30-31. Dante: Divina Commedia 111.: 
Parad'so, 

32-34. Prevost: Manon Lescaut. 

35 36 . CBuvres de Mattre Francois 
Villon. 

37 - 39 * Guillem de Castro: Las Muce- 
dade* del Qd, I.. II. 

40. Dante : La Vita Nuova. 

41-44. Cervantes: Cinco Novelas ejem- 
plares. 

45. Camoes: Os Lusiadas: Canto V* 

VI., VII. 

46. Mollhre: L'Avare. 

47. Potrarea : 1 Trionfl. 

48-49. Boccaccio: Decameron: Terza 
* giornata. 

50. Corneille: Cinna. 

51-52 Cam oca : Os Lusiadas: Canto VIII., 
IX., X. 

53-54 Da Chanson de Roland. 

55-53 Alfred de Musset: Premieres 

Poesies. 

59 * Boccaccio: Decameron : Quarts 
gioinaU. 

60-61. Malstre Pierre Pathelin : 

Farce du XV* slecle. 

62-63. Giacomo Leopardi : CantL 
64-65. Chateaubriand: Ataia. 

66. Boccaccio: Decameron, Quinta 
giornata. 

67-70. Blaise Pascal : Les Provinciates 


BIERCE (AMBROSE).—In the 

Midst of Life. Crown ftvo, cloth, 3r i,d. \ 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 22.; Cheap 
Edition, picture cover, u. net. 

B1NDL0S5 (HAROLD), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 6 *. each. 

The Concoasion-Hunters. 

The Mistress of Bonaventure* 

Daventry's Daughter. 


A Sower of Wheat. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35.6 d. 
Ainslle's Ju-ju. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3s. bit. ; picture cloth, flat back. 2s. 


BLAKE (WILLIAM): A Critical 

Study by A. C. Swinburne With a 
Portrait. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6 s. net. 

BOCCACCIO.—The Decameron. 

With a Portrait Pott Svo. cloth, giU 
top, 24. uct; leather, gilt edges, 31. net 
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BODKIN (McD., K.C.), Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3$. (xi . each. 

Dora Myrl, tho Lady Detective. 
Shillelagh and Sham rook. 
Htoey the Omadaun, _ 

BORENIUS (TANCRED).—The 

Painters of Vicenza, With 15 Full-* 
pagePlaus, Demy 8v»>„ cloth, 7$. 6/. net 

BOURQET (PAUL).—A Living 

Lie. Translated by Joun Db Villiers. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6rf, ; Cheap Edition, 
pic lire covrr. is. net. 

BOYLE (F.), Works by. Post 

8vo, illustrated boards. 2 s. each. 

Chronicles of No-M&n’s Land. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 

BRAND (JOHN).—Observations 

on Popular Antiquities. With the 
Additions of Sir H&nuy Ellis. Crown 
8vo. cloth. 35. 6 d. 

brayshawTjTdodsworth). 

—Slum Silhouettes: St*)rie« of London 
Lite. Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. 

BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction- 

aries. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3 s. 6d. each. 

ThoRe&der’sHandbook or Famous 
Names in Fiction, Allusions, 
References, Proverbs, Plots, 
Stories, and Poems. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 

_Realistic, and Dogmatic. 

BREW5TER (Sir DAVID), 

Works by. Post 8vo, cloth. 4 s. 6i. each. 

More Worlds than One: Creed of 
Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates. 
The Martyrs of Science: Gaulbo. 

Tycho Brahe, and Kepler. 

Letters on Natural Hagio* With 

numerous Illustrations. 

BRIDGE CATECHISM, liy K. 

_H. H ryd oes. Fean. 8vo cloth, rt. 6 d. not 

BRIDGE (J. S C.).—From Island 

to Empire : A Histoiy of the Expansou 
of Enplan.i by Force of Anns. With In¬ 
troduction by Adm. Sir Cyprian Bridge, 
Mans and Plans. Large crown 8vo, 
doth, At. net. 

BRIGHT (FLORENCE).-A Girl 

Capitalist. Crown 8vo cloth. 6 s. 

BROW NING^STRO BTTPO HMS. 

Pippa Passon; and Men and 
Women, With 10 Plates in Cvl>ur 
after Eleanor F. Buickdalk. Large 
fC'ip. 4to. cloth, 6s. net ; LARGE PAPER 
Edition, parchment, 125 . 6 d. net. 

Dramatis Parson®; and Dramatic 
Romances and Lyrics. With ro 
Plates in Colour after E, F. Brickdai.e. 
Large fear. 4’<\ cloth Gj. net; Large 
Pap er Kdiii ox, parc hment, 12c. 6,/. ntt. 

BRYDEN (H. A.).—An Exiled 

Scot. With Frontispiece by J. 5. 
CROMPTON, R.I. Crown 8vo, cloth,35.6 <L 


BRYDOES (HAROLD). — Uncle 

Sam at Home. With 91 Illnsts. Post 

8vo, illust. boards u. : coth hmn. 2 s. 6 d. 

BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 

sod Novels by. 

Tho Complete Poetical Works of 
Robert Buchanan, 2 Vols.. crown 
8vo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece 

to each v olume. 121. _ 

Crown 8vo, ciot/i 35. txL each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 21. each. 

The Shadow of the Sword* 

A Child of Nature. 

God and the Man* With u Mu&tra* 
tions by F. Barnard 
Lady Kilpatrick. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Bver. 

Annan Water. | Foxglove Manor. 
The New Abelard, j Rachel Dens, 
Mott: A Story of a Caravan. 

The Master of the Mine. 

The Heir of Linne. 

Woman and the Man* 

Crown 8 vo. c!ofh. 3 s. 6 d. each. 

Red and White Heather* 
Andromeda. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6 d. each. 

The Shadow of the Sword* 

God and the Man* 

Foxglove Manor. 

The Shadow of the Sword* Large 
Type, Fink Paper Edition. Pott 8\o. 
cloth, gilt top, 2 s* net ; leather,gilt cdgc5L 
3*. net. _ 

The Charlatan, iiv koheut Buchanan 
and Henry Mi-kray, down8vo,cloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H, Kodjksox, 
3*. 6 d .; post 8 yo, ill ustrated l>o;irds, is. 

BURGESS(GELETT) anTwiLL 

IRWIN. — The Picaroons: A San 
Francisco Night* s Entertainment* 

Cr »wn 8vo cfo«h. is f 'd. 

BUkToN (ROBERT). — The 

Anatomy of Melancholy, With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo. 
doth 7 x. 6 d. _ 

CAINE (.HALL), Novels by^ 

Crown 8v<>, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2 s. each; cloth limp, 
2 .t. 6d. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime* 

A Son of Hagar, | The Deemster* 

Also Library Editions of the three novels, 
crown 8vo, cloth. 6 s. each ; CHEAP POPU- 
LAK Editions, medium 8 to, portrait cover, 
6d. each : and the Fine Papkr Edition 
of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s.net : lea ther, gilt rdges. 31.net. 

CAA1ER0N (V. LOVETT). - The 

Cruise of the 4 Black Prince * 
Privateer. Cr. 8vo, cloth, with 2 Illus¬ 
trations bv P. MACNAB, 35. 6 d. ; post 8 vo, 
_picture boards, Of, 

CAM PBELL (A. G0DRiC)7 — 

Fleur-dc-Camp: a Daughter of 
France* Crown 8vo, cloth, a*. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 


CAMPING IN THE FOREST. 

With Illustrations in Colour and Line by 
MARGARET CLAYTON. Fcap. < 10 , Cloth, 
15 . 64 net. 

CARLYLE (THOMAS).—On the 

Choice of Books. Post Hvo. cloth, u. 64 . 

CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by. 
Alice In Wonderland. With 12 
Coloured nnd many Line illustration* by 
Millickxt SOWKRBY. Large crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, Sf. net. 

Feeding the Mind. With a Preface 
by W. H. Draper. Pott Svo, boards, 
is. net: leather, at. net. 

CARRUT11 (HAYDEN).—The Ad- 

vent ares of Jones, with 17 llluau. 

Fca p. 8 vo t picture cover, is. ; cloth, is. 64. 

CHAPMAN’S (CIEORGE) Works. 

Vol. I., Play* Complete, Including the 
Doubtful Ones. — Vol. II., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. 
Swinburne. —Vol. lll„ Translations of 
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Volt^ 
crown 8vo, cloth, if. 64 . each. _ 

CHATFIELD-TAYLOR (H. C.)— 

Fagge Pathway. Cr, 8vo t . cloth, 6*. 

CHAUCER for Children: A Gol¬ 
den Key. By Mrs. H. R, IiAWKlS. With 
8 Coicured Plates aud 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4 to, cloth. 35 . 64. 

Chaucer for Schools. With the Story 
of his Times aud his Work. By Mrs. 
H. R. Hawkis. Demy 8v f .\ cloth, as. 64 . 
The Prologue to the Canterbury 
Tales. Printed in black letter upon! 
hand-made paper, with Illustrations by 
Ambrose Dudley. Fcap. 410, decorated 
cloth, red top, 25. 64 . net. _ 

C H E S N E Y (WEATHERBY), 

Novels by. Crowu 8vo, cloth, jj. 6 d. 

each. 

The Cable-man* 

The Rom ance of a Q ueen. 

The Claimant, crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 

CHESS, The Laws and Practice 

of; with an Analysis of the Openings. 
By Howard Staunton. Edited by 
R, B. Wormai.D. Crown 8vo. cloth, 55. 
The Minor Tactics of Chess: A 
Treatise on the Deployment ot’ the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle, 
By F. K. Young and E. C, Howell. 
Fcap 8vo. cloth, 2*. 64 . 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. 
The Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
played Aug.-Scpt., 1895. With Annota¬ 
tions by PlLLSRURY, LASKKK, TARRASCH, 
Stbimtz, SCHJFKKKS, Teichmann, Bar- 
DKLEBEN, BLACKBURNS. GUNSBEEG, 
Tinsley, Mason, and Albin ; Biographi¬ 
cal Sketches, and 22 Portraits, Edited by 
H. F. Cheshire. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5 $, 

CHILD-LOVER’S CALENDAR," 

1 poo. With Coloured Iliusts. by Amelia 
M. BoWERLET. i6fno, picture bd*, 1 j. net, 


CLARE (AUSTIN), Stories by. 

By the Rise of the River. Crown 

8vo, cloth , if. 64 . 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

The Tideway. 

Randal of Randalholme. 


CLODD (EDWARD). — Myths 

and Drymi. Crown 8vo, doth, 3s. M. 


CLIVE (Mrs. ARCHER)* Novels 

by. Post 8v6, clotli. 3s. 64 . each; Ulus* 
trated board*, as. each. 

Paul Ferroll. 

Why Paul Perroll KlUed his Wife 


COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), 

Novels by. 

The Cure of Sonia Post Svo, illus¬ 
trated board*, as. 

The Red Bultam. Crown 6vo, cloth* 
35. 64 .; post 6vo. illustrated boards, 2j. 

The Burden of Isabel. Crowu 8v<* 
cloth, 3*. 64 . _ 

COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.). 

—Jonathan Swift. Cr. 8vo, cl., is. 6 d. 


COLLINS (MORTIMER and 

FRANCES), Novels by. Cr.8vo, el, 
1 is. bd. each; post 8vo, Ulustd. bds.. a.t. each. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 

; You Play mo False. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

'the Village Comedy. 

Frances._ 

Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2 s. each. 
Transmigration. 

A Fight with Fortune. 

Sweet Anne Page. 

Swat and Twenty. _ 

CuLOUR-BOOKS: Topograph!- 

caL Large fcap. 4(0, cloth, 205. net each. 
•Switzerland: The Country and 
ita People. By Claklnce Hook. 
With 56 Illustrations in Three Colours by 

Mr*. James Jardink, and 24 in Two Tint*. 
•The Pace of China. Written and 
Ilius. in Colour and Lint by E. G. Kemp. 
•The Colour of Rome. By Olavk 
M. Potter. With Introduction by 
Douglas Sladex, and Illustration* in 
Three Colours and Sepia by YOSHIO 
Marking. 

•The Colour of London. By Rev. 

W. J. Lokiik, F.S.A. With Introduction 
by M. H. SPIELMANN. F.SA, and Illus¬ 
trations in Three Colours and Sepia 
bv Yoshio Markino. 

•The Colour of Paris. By MM. les 

AcADfeMiciENS GoNcourt. Edited by 
Lucikn Dkscaves. With Introduction by 
L. BKNtDiTE. Translated by M. D. Frost. 
Illustrated in Three Colours and Sepia, 
with an Essay, by Yoshio Makkixo. 
•Cairo. Jerusalem, and Damascus. 
By D. S. Margoliouth, Litt.D. With 
Illustrations in Three Colours by W. S. S* 
Tyrwhitt, RBA, and Reginald 
Bahratt, A.R.W.S, 
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COLOUR* BOOKS— etntintud. 

Rhine. By H. J. Mackiwder. 

With Illustrations in Three Colours by 

_Mrs. James Jardinb, and Two Maps. 

9 1 sbIsI of st Frauds. By Mrs. 
.Robert Goff. With Introduction by 
J. Kerr Lawson, Illustrations in Three 
Colours by Colonel R, Goff, and 
Reproductions of the chief Franciscan 
Paintings, 

*D*y out its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coasts. By Lady Rosalind 
Northcotk. With Illustrations in Three 
Colours bv K. J. Widoery. 

The Greater Abbey, of Borland. 
By Right Rev, Abbot Gasqukt. With 
60 Illustrations in Three Colour* by 
Warwi ck Goble. _ 

J-arg€ foolscap 4to, cloth, 101. 64 . net each. 

•Venice, By Beryl de SAlincourt and 
MAY Sturge-H enderson. \Vltb30IU1iju 
trations in Three Colours by Reginald 
Barratt, A.R.W.S. 

Lisbon and Cintra : with some Ac¬ 
count of other Cities aod Sites in Portu¬ 
gal. By A. C. INCBBOLD. With 30 Illush 
trations in Three Colours by Stanley 
Inch bold. _ 

From the Thames to the Seine 

By Charles Pears. With 40 UJustra 
tiona in Three Colours and Sepia. Large 
fcap, 4to, cloth, 125. 64. net. [Preparing. 

From the North Foreland to Pen- 
zanoe. By Clive Holland. With 
numerous Illustrations in Three Colours 
by Maurice Randall. Large fcap. 4to t 
cloth, 12s. 64 . net. 

In the Abrnzsl t The Country and the 
People. By ANNE MacdONELL. With 
xa Illustrations in Three Colours by Amt 
Atkinson. Large crown Svo, cl., is , net 

The Barbarians of Morocco. By 
Count Sternberg. Translated by 
Ethel Peck. With is Illustrations in 
Three Colours by Douglas Fox Pitt, 
RJ. Laige crown 8vo, doth, 65. net, , 
Special Copies on fun mg paper #/ 
these marked* may be kcd . 


COLLINS (WILKIE)— continued. 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, 64 . each. 

Antonina. 

The Woman in White. 

The Law and the Lady. 
Moonstone. | The Mew Magdalen. 
The Dead Secret. I Mo Name. 

**»n and Wife | Armadale. 

The Hau nted Hotel, A c. 

The Woman In White. Large Type, 
Fine Paper Edition. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, a*, net : leather, gilt edges, 35. net. 
The Frozen Deep. Large tc# pk Edit. 
reap. 8ro, cL, is. net; leather, is. 64 . net. 


COLQUHOUN (M. J.).—Every 

Inch s Soldier. Crown Svo, cloth, 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2$. 


COLT-BREAKING, Hktts on. By 

W. M. HUTCHISON. Cf. 8TO. cl.. 3S. 6d. 


COLLINS (WILKIE), Novels by. 

Cr, 8 vo, cL, 3 i- W. each ; poet Svo, picture 
boards, a t. each; cL limp, at. 6 d. each. 

Batenina. | Beall. I Hid, and Seek 
Tli. Woman In white. 

The Moonstone. | Man and Wife. 
Tb. Dead iMVet | After Dark 
Th. Qeeeu of ftearti. 

Ho Ham. I My MIsoell&nlee. 
Anudala | Peer Mlm Finch 
MIm or Mrs.? I Tb. BlackBobe. 
Tb. H.w Magdalen. 

Frosen Deep. | A Rogue's 
The Uv and the Lady, 

Th. Two Destinies. 

Th. Haunted Hotel. 

Tb. Fallen Leaves. 

S isebel’s Daughter. 

eart and Science. I • I Say Ho.' 
The Evil Genius. J Little Novels. 
The Legacy of Cain. \ Blind Love. 


COLTON (ARTHUR). - The 

Belted Sees# Cnvwn Ivo, cloth, 35.64. 


COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 

1906: Who rays, to whom, to 
what,and when it is applicable. 

By A. Clement Edwards. M.P. Crown 
8vo, ij. net; cloth, «. OH. net. 


fHERBERT),Noveliky. 
The Inimitable Mrs. Maralng- 

l»tn . Crown Svo. doth, 31. (id.; Poi“ti- 
lar Edition, medium Svo, <5 d . 

__ Crown 8vo, cloth, 61. each. 

The Wilful Way. 

Th. Queen can do no Wrong. 

To Dslbat the Bnds of Just toe. 


COOPER (E. H.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth, jj. Od. each. 

Geoffory Hamilton. 

The Marinis and Pewia, 


CORNISH (J. F.).—Sour Grapes. 

Crown Svo. doth, 6s. 


CORNWALI-Popular 

Romancer of tbo West of England: 

The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected by Robert 
Hurt, F.R.S. With two Plates by 
George Crutkshank. Cr.Svo, cL, 7*6 d. 


COURT (The) of the Tuilerles, 

185a to 1870. By Le Petit Homme 
Rouge. With a Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo, doth, 75. 64 . net. 


Bvo, doth, 75. 64 . net. 

IDDOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 

e Frophot of the Great amok; 


CRAL_, 

TheFrophit of the Great bnoky 
Mountains# Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 64.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards , aj. 

Crown ^vo, cloth, 35. 64 . each. 

HIe YanUhed Star. The Windfall. 


CRESSWELL (HENRY). - A 

Lady of MJUtmla Crown Svo, doth, 65. 


CRIM (MATT).—Adveiittires of 

a Fair RebeL Crown 8ro, cloth, 35.64, j 
post 8vo f illustrated boards, 25. 
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CIIATTO & W1NDUS, PUBLISHERS, 


CROCKETT(S. R.)and others.— 

Tales of our Coast. By St H. 
Crockett, Gilbert Parker. Har6ld 
Frkokrio, W. Clark Russell. 

With 13 Illustrations by Frank BraNO- 
WYN. Crown 8vo. cloth, v. fid. 

CROKER (Mr*. B. M.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 31. 6rf. each; 
post 8vo. illustrated boards, a*, each ; 
cloth limp, is. fid. each. 

Pretty Miss Neville. 

A Bird of Passage. | Mr. Jervis. 
Diana Barrington. 

Two Masters. I Interference. 
A Family Likeness; 

A ThirdiPerson. | Proper Pride. 
Village Tales* Jungle Tragedies. 
The Real Lady Hilda. 

Married or Single? 

In the Kingdom of Kerry] 

Miss Balmalne's Past. 

Jason. | Beyond the Pale. 

Terence; With 6 musts, by S. Paget. 
The C&t'B-paWi With 12 Illustrations 
by Kkkt> Pkgram, 

The Spanish Necklace. With 8 
lliusts.by F. Pegram.—A lso a Cheap Ed„ 
without musts,, picture co ver, u. net 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6 d. each : post Svo, 
cloth liuip, 2s. fat. each. 
Infatuati on. | Some One Bine. 
* To Let/ Post 8vo, |picture boards, 25. ; 

cloth limp. 2s. fid. _ 

Popular Editions, medio*n Rvo. fid. each. 
Proper Pride. I The Cat’s-paw* 
Diana Barrington. 

Pretty Miss Neville, 

A Bird of Passage, 

Beyond the Pale. 

A Family Likeness. 

_Miss BalmaJL us’s Past ._ 

CROSS (ML B.).— A Question of 

Means, Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. 

CR U1 KSHATsTK *S COMIC At- 

MANACK. Complete in T wo Series. 
The First from 1835 to 1843; the 
Second, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering 
of the Best Humour of Thackeray, 
Hood, Albert Smith, &c. With nu¬ 
merous Steel Engravings and Woodcut* 
by Cruicshank, Landkils, &c. Two 
Vols , crown 8vn, cloth. 7 s. fid. each. 

CUMMINO (Cr~F7~GORDON), 

Works by. Demv Kvo, cloth, 6 j. each. 
In the Hebrides, with 2% Illustrations. 

In the Himalayas and on the 
Indian Plains. With 42 must rations 

Two Happy Tears In Ceylon. 

With 28 illustrations. 

Via Cor nwa l l to Egypt. Fr onds . 

CUSSANS (JOHN E.).—A Hand¬ 
book of Heraldry; including instruc¬ 
tion* for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering 
Ancient MSS., &c. With 40S Woodcut*- 
and a Colrd. Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6 r 

DAN BY (FRANK).—A Coquette 

la Crape. Foolscap 8vo, doth, 11, net. 


DAUDET (ALPHONSE). — Thd 

Evangelist; or. Port Salvation. 

Cr. 8vo, cloth. 3j. fid.: p «st 8vo, bds.. as. 

DAVE NAJlSfTTP^ t* 

for Parents 00 Choice of Profession 
fo r their Sons. Crowu 8vo, u. fid. 

DAVIDSON (H. C.).— Mr. Sad- 

lcr Daughters. Cr. 8vo, cl oth, y . fid . 

DAVIES "(Dr; "N7 E.~YOKKE->, 

Works by. Cr. Svo. 15. ca,;cl. u. fid.ea. 

One Thousand Medical Maxima 
and Surgical Hints. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother*® Guide. 

The Dietetio Core of Obesity 
(Foods fbr the Fat). With Chapters 
on the Treatment of Gout by Diet 
Aids to Long Life. Crown 8 vo* as,: 

cloth, as. fi d. _ 

Vine and Health: How to enjoy 
b* 4 h. Crown 8 vo, cloth, is. 6 d. 

DEAK1N (DOROTHEA), Stories 

_ by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. cacti. 

The Poet and tho Pierrot. 

The Prlnoess Jt the Kitchen-maid* 

DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 

Crusoe. With 37 IllustR, bv Georg* 
Cruieshank. Large Type. Fink Paper 
Edition. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 2s. net; 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net_ 

DEM ILLE (J AMES).—ASt ran go 

Manuscript found In a Copper 
Cylinder. Crowu svo, cloth, with 19 
Illustrations by Giltikrt Gai l, 3s. fid.; 
post 8to. illustrated boa rds, 2s. _ 

DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 

History of. By Arthur W. Ci .atdkn, 
M.A. with Hitts, tfemy8vo.d.,icw6d. net. 
Devon: Its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coastal By Ladv Rosalind 
Northcote, With Illustrations iu Three 
Colours by F. J. Wjdgkry. Large leap. 
4to. cMh. 20s. pet. _ 

DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble 

Round the Globe. With 220 lllustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7 s. fid. _ 

DICKENS (CHARLES), The 

Speeches of. Edited and Annotated 
by R. H. Shepherd. With 2 Portrait. 
Pott 8 vo, cloth. 25. net; leather, 31. net 

The Pocket Charles Dickens : being 
Favourite Passages chosen by ALFRED 
II. Hyatt. i6mo.doth, gilt top, 25. net; 
leather, gilt top, 35. net. • 

DICTIONARIES. 

The Header's Handbook of 
Famous Names In Fiction, 
Allusions. References, Pro¬ 
verbs, Plots, Stories,and Poems. 

By Rev. E. C. BREWER, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

A Dictionary of Miracles, 

Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8va 
cloth, 31. fid. 
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DICTION A Rl E 5 — continued* 

Familiar Allusions. By William A. 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 8vo, 
cloth. 7 s. 6 d. net. 

Familiar Short Sayings of Groat 
Mon. With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 
Hvo, cloth, 7*. 6 d. 

The Slant Dictionary: Etymological. 
Historical, and Anecdotal Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 6$. 6 d. 

Words, Faots, and Phrases: A 

Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By Ei.lF.ZKR 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth. 35, 6 d 

DIXON (WILLMOTT).—Novels 

Crown 8yo, cloth, 6 s. each. 

The Rogue of Rye. 

King Hal—of Heron sea. _ 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo. buckram, 6*. each. 

Four Frenchwomen. With Four 
Portraits. 

Blghteenth Century Vignettes. 

Tn Three Series, each 61. ; also Fine- 
paper Editions of the Three Series. 
pott 8vo, cloth, 21. net each ; leather, 
3 jt. net each. 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 illustrations. 
8 ide-walk Studies. With 3 Illust*. 

DONOVAN (DICK), Detective 

Stories by. Post 8 yo, illustrated 
boards, is. each ; cloth, u. 6 <L each. 

Caoght at Last. 

/ In the Grip of the Lsvi 
/ Link by Link. 

\ From Information Received. 
v Suspicion Aroused* 

Riddles Read. 

Chronic les of Michael D anevltoh. 

Crown 8vo, cl. 31. 6 d. each ; picture cl, 
flat back, is. each ; post 8vo f illustrated 
boards, is. each ; cloth limp, is. Od.each. 

The Man from Manchester. 

The Myst ery of Jamaic a Terrace. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3/. 6 cL each. 
Deacon Brodle : or. Behind the Mask. 

Tyler Tat lock, Private Detective. 

Cr. 8vo, cl., 3*. 6 d. ea. : plct. cl. flat bk. ix, ea. 

The Records of Ylnoent Trill. 
Tales of Terror. _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6 d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, a*, each; doth limp, 
2 s. (>d. each 

Tracked to Doom. 

A Detective's Triumphs. 

Tracked and Taken. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 

Crown 8 to, picture cloth, flat back, is. each; 
post 8 yo, illustrated boards, is, each; cloth 
limp, is. 6 d. each. 

Wanted 1 I The Man * Hun ter. 
Dark Deeds. Crown 8 to, cloth limp, 
2J Oi, : picture doth, flat back, is . 

DOWIJNQ (RICHARD). — Old 

Corcoran's Money. Cr. 8vo, cl n 3*. 6d. 
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DOYLE (A. CONAN).—The Firm 

of Glrdlestone. Crown 8 vo. do! lx. 3 l OU, 

DRAMATISTS, THe” OLD. 

Edited by Col CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo> 
cloth, with Portraits, 3.1. 6 d. per Vol 
Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes. 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio¬ 
graphical Memoir by WllXIAM GlFFORD. 
Three Vols. 

Chapman's Works. Three VoK Vol 

1 . contains the Play* complete ; Vol. II„ 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essav by A. C. Swinburne ; Vol. III., 
Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe's Works. One Vol, 
Massinger’s Plays. From Gifford's 
T ext. One Vol 


DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 

Children. Roy. jamo, cloth, 1*. net ea. 

l.Tha Flamp, The Ameliorator, 
and The School-boy's Appren¬ 
tice. By K. V. Lucas. 

A Mrs. Turner's Cautionary 
Stories. 

S. The Bad Family. By Mrs. 

Fenwick 

1. The Story of Little Blaok 
Sambo. By Helen Bannhrman. 
Illustrated in colours. 

S. The Bountiful Lady. By Thomas 

Cobb. 

7. A Flower Book. Illustrated in 
colours by Nklmk Benson. 

A The Pink Knight. By J. R Mon¬ 
sell. Illustrated m colours. 

0 . The Little Clown. By Thomas 

COBD. 

10 . A Horse Book. By MaryTourtel, 
Illustrated iu colours. 

11 . Little People: an Alphabet. By 
Henry Mayer and T. W. H. Crosland. 
Illustrated in colours. 

18 . A Dog Book. By Ethel Bickxrll. 
With Pictures in colours bv CARTON 
Moore Park. 

13. The Advontures of Samuel 
and Selina. By Jean G. archer. 

Illustrated in colours. 

14. The Little Girl Lost. By Eleanor 
Paper. 

15 . Dollies. By Richard Hunter. 
Illustrated in colours by Ruth COBB. 

16 . The Bad Mrs. Ginger, By Honor 
C l Appleton. ]llu$trat»d m colours, 

17 . Petsr Piper's Practical Prin¬ 
ciples. illustrated in colours. 

18 . Little White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

SO. Towlocks and his Wooden 
Horse. By Alice M. Appleton. 
Ulus, in colours by Honor C. Appleton. 
81 . Three Little Foxes. By Mary 
Tourtkl Illustrated In colours, 

88. The Old Man’s Bag. By T. W. 

H. Crosland. Illus. bv J. R. Mokskli h 
83 . Three Little Goblins. By M. 

G. Taogart. Illustrated in colours. 

85 . More Dollies. By Ricuard Hun¬ 
ter. Illus. in colours by RUTH Coca 
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DUMPY 

90. Little TAllow Wang-lo. By M. 

C. Bell. Illustrated in colour*. 

28. The Sooty Man. By E. B, 

Mackinvox and Eden Co yoke. Ilhi*. 

80. Rosaline. Illustrated iu colours by 
Jean C. Archer. 

81. Sammy and ths Snarly wink. 

Illustrated in colours by Lena and Nor¬ 
man Ault. 

83. Irena’s Christmas Party. By 

Richard Hunter liiua. by Ruth Cobb. 

8 ft. The Little Soldier Book. By 

Jessie Pope. Illustrated In colours by 

HFKKY MAYkP 

85. The Dutch Dell’s Ditties. By 

C. Aubrey Moore. 

88 . Ten Little Nitfef Boys. By 

Nora Cask. 

87. Humpty Dumpty's Little Son. 

By Helen k. Cross. 

38. Simple Slmen. By Helen H 

Cross. Illustrated in colours. 

89. The Little Preach man. By 

F.dkn Coyhee. Illustrated in colours by 
KJ. Frtcrro. 

ftO. The Potato Book* By Lily 
Schofield. Illustrated In ooloars. 


DUNCAN(5ARA JEANNETTE), 

Books by. Cr. 8 to, cloth, 71. 6 d. each. 
A 8 octal Departure. With m 
Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 

An American Gist In London. 

With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 

The Simple Adventures of a 
Mem s ahib. With 37 lU mtratibosL 

Crow n 8yo, doth, 31. 6 d. each. 

A Daughter of To-Day. 

Vernon's Aunt. With 47 Illustrations. 

DUTT (ROMEsST C.)-—England 

sad India: Progress during Oes 
Huudrcd Years. Crows 8to, cloth, as. 


DYSON (EDWARD).— In the 

Roaring Plftle*. Crown 8 vo. cloth, 61. 


EDWARDES (Mrs. ANNIE), 

Novels by. 

A Point of Honoun. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2 s. 

Archie Lovell. Crown 8 vo, doth, 
as. Cxi.: post 8 v»>, illustrated boards, u. 
A Plaster Saint. Cr. 8 vo, cloth, 32 . 6 d. 


EDWARDS (ELIEZER).— 

Words, Pacts, sad Phrases: A Die. 
tionanr of Curious, Qualat,and Oot-eteh* 
Way Matters. Crown Ivo, cloth, 3 s. 6d. 


EQERTON (Rev. J. C.).- 

Sussex Polk sad Sussex Ways. 

With Foot lllusts. Crown 8ro, cloth, 51 . 


EQOLESTON (EDWARD).— 

Roxy. Post 8to, Utustrated boards, zr. 


ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris: 

Kocollections of Louis Philippe and the 
Empire, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, bd. 


EPISTOLiC OBSCURORUM 

Ylrernsi (if ig-if 17). Latin That, 
with Translation, Introduction, Notes, 
Sc., by F. G. Stokes. Royal Syo, buck- 
ram, 2 $s. net_ 


EVE RYMAN: A Morality. 

PH 11 ted on pure rag paper, with Ulus* 
tratlons by AMBROSE DUDLEY. Feap. 
_ 4 to, deco rated cloth, red lop, ts , 6 d. net. 

EYES, Our: How to Preserve 
Thera. By John Browning. Crown 
8yo. cloth, 15. 


FAIRY TALES FROM 

TUSCANY. By Ishsklla M. Andek- 
tok. Square i6mo, cloth, with KrontU- 
piece, i5. net. __ 


FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis- 

ceQaneons Information, including Cele¬ 
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, 
Country Seat#, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, Ac. 
By W. A. and C. G. Wekklek. Demy 
8to. cloth, 75 . Ai. net ______ 


FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 

of Crest Men. By S. A. Bent, A.M. 
Crown Sto, cloth, 71. 6 d, _ 


FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 

by. Poet *vo, cloth, js. M. each. 

Tb. ChamlMl History or a 
0«LBdlo: Lecture, delivered before a 
Juvenile Audience. Edited by WlUJAM 
Crooicies, F.C.S. With numerous lilusts. 
On tho Vartoni Foree. of Fafcnro, 
and tkolr ftolntloM to each 
other. Edited by Wilmas* crookks, 
F.C.S. With Illustrations. 


FARRAR (F.W., D.D.).-Ruskln( 
si a Mgiittf Teacher, Square 

ibtno, cloth, with FroatlapiTce, 15. nH. 


FARRER (J. ANSON).—War: 

Three Essays. Oown fro, cloth. f.t. . 

FENN (a. MANVILLE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 35 . 6 d. each; 
poet 8yo, Illustrated boards, a 5 . each. 

The Hew Mistress. 

Witness to the Deed* 

The Tiger Lily. 

The Whi te Virgin. 

Crown 8yo. cloth, 35 . 6rf. each. 

A Women Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune. 

The Case of Alisa Gray* 
Commodore Junk. 

Black Blood. | In Jeopardy* 
Double Cunning. 

A Fluttered Dovecote. 

King of the Castle. 

The Master of the Ceremonies, 
The Btory of Antony Grace, 

The Man with a Shadow, 

One Maid’s Mischief* 

This Man's Wife. „ _ 

The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 
Bits or Paste. 

Running Amok, 
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FBNN (0. l^NVILLEW<wift**«f. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6 j. each. 

Blaok Shadows. 

The Cankeraorm* 

Bo Like a Women. 

A Cjlmson Crime. Crown ho, cloth. 
id. ; picture cloth, flat back. as. 

FRANCO- BRITISH EXHIBI¬ 
TION Illustrated Review (The), 
1008- A Complete Souvenir of the Ex¬ 
hibition. Profusely illustrated. Edited 
by F. G. Dumas. Large folio, pictorial 
cover, 6s. net; cloth, 75. 6 d % net. Also 
the Edition dr Luxe, printed on fine-art 
paper and in a special binding, iox 6</.net. 

FICTION, a Catalogue of, with 

Description!! and Reviews of nearlv 
Twelve Hundred Novels, will be 

sent tree by CHATTO & WlNDUS upon 
application. 

FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels 

by. Pest Svo, cloth, 31. 6 <L each; 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Seth's Brother's Wife. 

The Lawton Girl. 

FREEMAN IR. AUSTIN) Inhn 

FIREWORK - MAKING, The 

Complete Art of; or, The Pyrotechnics 
Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 
767 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. 6 d. 

Thorndyke’i Cases Illustrated by H. 
M. Brock, and from Photographs. 
Crows Svo, cloth, 35. 6rf. net. 

FRY’S (HERBERT) Royal 

Guide to tho London Charities. 

Edited by John Lank. Published 
Annually. Crown 8vo, doth. is. 6 d. 

FISHER (ARTHUR 0.), Novela 

bv. Crown Svo, cloth, 6x. each. 
Withy ford. With Coloured Frontis¬ 
piece by O. D. ARMOUR, and 5 Plates in 
sepia by R. H. BUXTON. 

The Land of Btlent Feet* With a 
Frontispiece by G. D. ARMOUR. 

GARDENING 8031 ( 5 . Fost8vo, 

is. each ; cloth, is. 6 d. each. 

A Year's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse. By Gkorgk Glrnny. 
Household Horticulture. By Tom 
and Janr Jkrrolo. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid tho Rent. 

By Tom Jkrrold. 

Our Kltohen Garden. By Tom 

Jkrkold. Post Svo. cloth, it net 

81r William temple upon tho 
Gardena of Bpiburus ; together 
with otter XVlItn Centory Garden 
Essays. Edited.with Notes and Introduc¬ 
tion, by A. Forbes Stevekixg, F.S.A. 
With 6 Illustrations. Small Svo, cloth 
or boards, is. 6d. net; quarter vellum 9 
2 s. 6 d. net: three-quarter vellum, 5*. net. 

FITZGERALD (PERCY), by. 

Fatal Zero. Crown Svn, cloth, 35. 6J.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. 

Post Svo, Illustrated boards, as. each. 

Bella Donna. | Polly. 

Tli. Lady of Bmntoma. 

Nev.r JPorgottoa. 

Th. Second lie.. Tlllotson. 
8 «v«nty*flv. Brook. Itreat. 

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE).— 

Popular Astronomy. Translated 
by J. ILllasd Oors, F.K.A.S. With Three 
Plates »nd 281 Illustrations, A New 
Edition, with an Appendix giving ths 
results of Recent Discoveries. Medium 
Svo, cloth, x«s. 6 d. 

GAULOT (PAUL), Books by. 

®k* BM Skirt*: A Tate of 'The 
Terror.' TraoaUUd by John Djc Vil- 
LiKRS. Crown tro doth, with Frontis¬ 
piece by Stajjijct wood, 31. 6J.; picture 
cloth, lut beck, cr. 

Crown iro, cloth, 6x. each. 

4 Loti and Lovers or tho Past. 
Translated by C. Laroche, M.A. 

A Conspiracy under the Terror. 
Translated by C. Laroche. M.A, With 
Illustrations and Ficsimilcs. 

FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.- 

Kor information as to this important 
Series, piloted from a new type designed 
by Herbert P. Hornr, now first 
engraved, see special Prospectus. 

FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 

— Dumb. Crawn 8vo cloth, 3*. 6d. 

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. 

Collected bv the Brothers Grimm and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. With 
Introduction by John Buskin, and 2a 
Steal Plates after Grorgr CRUIK8HANK, 
Square Svo, cloth gilt. 6 5. 

FRANC1LL0N (R. E.), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. each ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

One by One 1 A Real Queen. 

A Dog and his Shadow. 

Ropes of Sand. With Illustrations. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, at. each. 
Romances of the Law. 

King or Knave > I Olympia. 

iaok Doyle'. Daughter. Crown Svo, 
doth, 3*. bd. 

GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth. 31. 6 d. each* 
post 8vo, Illustrated boards, ax. each, 

Robin Gray. 

The Golden Shaft. 

Tho Flower of tho Forest* 
of Yarrow. 

Of High Degree. 

Queen of the Meadow. 
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GIBBON (C If A RLE S ) —contin tad. 

Pent 8 to. Illustrated boards, 25. each. 

For Laok of Gold. 

What Will the World Say? 

For the King. | A Hard Knot. 
In Pastures Green. 

In Love and War. 

A Heart’s Problem. 

By Mead and Stream. 

Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 
In Honour Bound. 

Heart's De light. 1 Bloo d-Money. 
The Dead Heart. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s .; Popular Edition, medium 
__8vo, 6 d. _ 

GERARD (DOROTHEA).—A 

Queen of Cards end Cream. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3 s, 6d. _ 

0 I BN BY (SOMERVILLE). — 

5 entenced I Crown Kvo, cloth, is. 6 d. 


GIBSON (L. S.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6*. eich. 

The Freemasons. | Burnt Sflots. 

Ships of DmU>s_ 

The Freemasons. Cheap Edition, 

picture cover, m net. 

GILBERT (WILLI AM). — Jantes 

Duke, Costermonftr, Poet Svo, illus¬ 
trated b<wd3. xs. _ 

GILBERT’S (W. S.) Original 

Plays. In 3 Series. Fine-Paper Edition, 
Pou Svo, cloth, siHt top, 2x. set each ; 
leather, gilt eJges, 35. net each. 

The First Series cuutains: The Wicked 
World — Pygmalion and Galatea — 
Charity—The Princess—The Palace ot 
Truth—Trial by Jury—lolaathe. 

The Second Series contains: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Grctchcn — Daul Druce—Torn Cobb 
—H.M.S, ‘Pinafore*—The Sorcerer— 
The Pirates of Peneaocc. 

The Third Series contains: Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggertv’s Fairy — Rotcn- 
cranta and Guildenstcrn—Patience— 
Princess Ida—The Mikado—Raddlgort 
—The Yeomen of the Guard—The Gon¬ 
doliers—^The Mountebanks—Utopia. 
Bight Original Comic Operas 
written by W. Gilbert. Two Series, 
demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6 d. net each. 

The First Series contains: The Sorcerer 
—H.M.S. ‘Pinafore’—The Pirates of 
Pena ince — Iolanthe— Patience — Prin¬ 
cess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. 
The Second Series contains: The Gon¬ 
doliers—The Grand Duke—The Yeomen 
of the Guard—His Excellency—Utopia, 
Lira!ted— Ruddigore—The Mountebanks 
—Haste to the wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth- 
day Book: Quotations for Every Day 
in the Year. Compiled by A. WATSON. 
Royal i6mo, cloth. 2s, td. 

GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, g'tt hip, fij. each 

A Secret of the North Sea. 


GISSING (ALGERNON)—*™//™**. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each. 
Knitters in the Sun. 

The Wealth of Mallerstang. 
An Angel's Portion. 

Ballot Garth. 


The Dreams of Simon Usher. 

__Crown Sv o, clot h, 3*. td. 

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo t cloth, 3 s. e^ch ; 

post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s. cadi. 

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Illustra¬ 
tions by Ht:mk Nisbet. 

The Fosslcker: A Romance of Mash- 
onaland. Two Musts. by Hume Nisult. 
A Fair C olonist. With Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo, doth, 31. td. each. 

The Golden Book. With Frontispiece 
by Stanley Wood. 

Tales from the Yeid. With 12 Illmts. 
Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations 
by J. S. Crompton. R.I. 

GLEnNY (aEORGE ).—a Year’s 

Wark In Garden sad Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Fwm« Garden. Post 8vo. t.l : cl., it. tkL 

GODWIN (WILLIAM): - Lives 

of tbo Necroma ncers. Post Svo, cl. 21. 

GOLDEN TREASURY of 

Thought, The: A Dictionary of Qur>- 
Utions from Uie Best Authors. By 
Theodore Taylo r. Cr. Svo, cl., 3*. 6 4 . 

GOODMAN (E. J.)—The Fate of 
Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8m. cl., vs. firf 

QORdON (SaMUELj. — The 

Perry ef Pate: a Tale of Russian 
_Jewry._ Crown Svo. cloth. 6j. 

aoRE (J. ELla rd7f.T{7a7so7^ 

Astrononlcal Curiosities. With two 
_illustr ations. Cro wn Svo. cloth, 6s. net. 

0RACE (ALFRED A.).—Talei 

•f ■ Dytlf Race, JX 8 vn, d„ 3,. td. 

GREEKS and Romans, Tho 

Life of the. described from Antique 
Monuments. By Ernst Gem. and W 
KONER. Edited bv Dr, F. Hueffrr! 
With $45 Musts. bemy 8vo, cL, 71 td . 


UKccN (ANNA KATHARINE), 

Novels by. Crowu Svo, cloth. 6 s, each. 

The Millionaire Baby. 

The Wo men I- th* jUe oTk 

Tho A mot L yet sox. Crown 8ro, 
cloth, 35. fid. ^ 


dREENWOOD (JAMES).—Tlie 

Prisoner In tlie Dock. Crown 8vo. 

cloth, is. 6rf. 

OREY (Sir GEORGEWTfio 

Romance of a Proconsul. By James 

Milnf.. C^own 8r«>, buckram, fir. 

GRIFFITH (CECIL).—Corintnia 

Marazlon. Crown 8vo. dQlh. 3j. 6 U, 

GRIFFITHS (Major A.).-.No. qIT 

and Blue Blood. Ciown Svo, cloth^a*. 
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OUNTER (A. CLAVERING).—A 

Florida Enchantment. Crown 8 vo. 

doth . 3t. 6 4 . 

G UTTENBERO (VIOLET), 

Novela by. Crown 8 vo. cloth, 6 s. each. 

Neither Jew nor Greek. 

The Power of the Palmist. _ 

CIYP. — CLOCLO. Translated by 

_Nora M. Statu am. Cr. 8 vo, cl., \s. 6d 

HABBERTON (JOHN).—Helen's 

Babica. With Coiouted Frontispiece 
and • o Illustrations by Eva Roo>. Fcap. 
4to. cloth, 6t. _ 

HAIR, The: Its Treatment In 

Health, Weakness, and Disease. 

Translated Irotn the German of Dr. J. 
PTNCUs. Crown «Svo. u. : cloth I*. <5 d . 

Hake (Or. T. GORDON), Poems 

by. Crown 8 vo. cloth, ts. each. 

New Symbols. 

Lctfenda of the Morrow, 

The Serpent Play._ 

Mal den Bcstaay. Small 4 *0. cloth, 

HALL (Mrs. 5. C.).—Sketches 

of Irish Character. With Iletistra- 
tions 00 Sled and Wood by CttUlK- 
KHANK MaCUsK, GJLBKRT, atld HAKVEY. 
Demy 8 vn cloth. 7 s. 6 d. 

HALL (OWENl, Novels by. 

The Track of a Storm. Ciown 8 vo, 
picture cloth, flat b.:ck. 2%, 

Jetsam. Crown 8vo. clo'.h, 3*. 6 d. 

Crown 8vo, doth. 6s. each. 

Pure ha. I Hernando. 

HALLIDAY (ANDREW).— 

Every-day Papers. Post 8v;>, illus- 
tratrd boards, 2s. 

HAMILTON (.COSMO), Stories 

by. 

The Glamour of the Impossible; 
and Through a Keyhole. Crown 

8vo, clot h. 31. 6d. _ 

Crown 8vu, cloth. 6s, each. 

Nature’s Vagabond. Ac. 

Plain Brown. 

HAND WRIT IN Q, The Philo- 

sophy of. With over too Facsimiles, 
by Don Felix dr Salamanca. Post 
Svo, half-cloth, i s . 6</._ 

HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 61. each. 

The Lesser Kvll. 

Man, Woman, and Fate. 

A Butterfly. 

HARDY (TH0MA5). — Under 

tbe G reenwood Tree. Post 8vo, clot h 
35. 6 d.; illustrated boards, 21; cloth 
limp, is, 6 d, Also the Fine Papk;< 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt ton, as. net: 
leather, gilt edges, *s. net: and the Chkap 
R nmox medium 8vn. 6d. 

HARKINS iE. F.).—The Schem- 

ers. Crow n 8vo, cloth, 61. 


HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER), 

Bocks by. 

Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 
50 other Illustrations by J. A. SHEPHERD. 
Pott 4to. doth, «ilt top. 6s. 

Nights with Uncle Bemus. With 
8 Coloured and 50 othc: Illustrations by 
f. A. ShkkheRD . Imperial i6mo,doth, 

HARTE’S (BRET) Collected 

Work*. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 67 each. 

VoL 1 . Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Port. 

* II. The Li ck of Poarix<; Camp- 

Bohemian Papers—American 
Legends, 

* III. Talfs of the Argonauts— 

Eastern Sketches, 

„ IV. Gabriel Conroy. 

* V. Stories — Condensed Novels, 
„ VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 

. VII. TalksofthePacificSlopb— II. 

With Portrait by John Pbttik. 

* VIII. Tales op Pine and Cypress. 

„ IX. Buckeye and Ciiappakhl. 

., X. T alks of T rail and Town. 

Bret Harte's Choicely or ks in Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus¬ 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. 6 d, 

Bret Harte's Poetical Works, in¬ 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
8vo, buckram, 4 s. 6 d. 

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 
8vo. picture doth, flat back, at. 
Condensed Novels. (Two Series in 
One Volume.) Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 
si. net; l eather, gilt edges, 3*. net 

. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6 s, each. 

On the Old Trail. 

Under the Redwoods, 

From Sandhill to Pine. 

Stories In Light and Shadow. 

Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation. 
Trent's T rust. _ 

Crown 8vn, cloth. 3 s. 6 d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, at. each, 

Gabriel Conroy. 

A W&if Of the Plains. With 60 Illus¬ 
trations by Stanley L. Wood. 

JL Ward of the Golden Gate. With 

59 Illus trations bv STANLEY L. WOOD. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6 d each. 

SUBy. With 7 Illust<l. bv J. A. CHRISTIE. 

The Bell-Ringer of Angel's, &c. 

With 39 Illusts.by Dudley uardy, &c. 
Clarenoe: A Story of the American War. 

With 8 Illustrations by A. Julk Goodman. 
Barker’s Luck, &c. With 39 blush a- 
tions by A. Forkstier, Paul Hardy, he. 
Devil's Ford. &c. 

The Crusade of the * Excelsior.* 

With Frontis. by J. Bernard Partridge. 

Tales of Trail and Town. With 
Frontispiece by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 
Condensed Novels. New Series. 
Three Partners; or. The Big 
Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. 
With 8 Illustrations by J. Guucit. Also 
the Cheap Edition, medium 8vo, 6 d. 
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HARTe fBRHT; — err tinned. 

Crown 8vo, c’.ctn, 31. -\t. rach; picture cloth, 
Pat back. 7%. each. 

A Sappho of Oreen Springs. 
Colonel StarbottlQ*a Client. 

A Prot^te of Jack Hamlin’s. 

With numerous Illu.strations. 

Sally Dows, &C. With 47 11 'tat rations 
by W. D. Almond and others. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards. is. each. 

The Lack of Roaring Camp, and 
Sensation Novels Condensed. 
(Also .n : icture c!n:h at same price.) 

An Heiress of Red Dog. 

The Lack of Roaring Camp. 
Californian Stories. 

Post $vo, ;!lu«. 7$. each; cloth. 7 t. 6 ^ 7 . each. 

Flip, i A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Mara] a. Crown 8vo, cloth, \s.td.\ post 
Svo. picture hoards, zs. ; cloth 

HAWeTS iMtsTh. R.), Books by. 
The Art of Dress. With 32 1 liqua¬ 
tions. Post 8vo. 1?. : doth, ir. 6d. 
Chaucer for Schools, With Frontis* 
piece. Demy gvn. c!o?h, 2 x. 6 d. 
Chancer for Children. With 8 
Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crov/n 4io, cloth, y. fid __ 

HAWEIsTRev. H. R.).— Atnerl- 

can Humorists: Washingtos 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Hplmks, 
Jamls Russell Lowell, Artemcs 
Ward, Mark Twain, and Bret Harts. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6 j. _ 

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 31 . 6 id, 
each : post 8 vo. illustrated boards***,each. 

Garth. | Blltce Quentin. 
Fortune’s Fool. | Dost. Four lllnsU. 
Beatrix Randolph. With Four musts. 
D. Poindexter’s Disappearance. 
The Spec tre of the Ca mera. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 31, 6d.each. 

Sebastian Stroma. 

Love—or a Name. _ 

Miss Cadogua. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2 j. 

HEALY (CHRIS), Books by. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 6f. each. 

Confessions of a Journalist. 
Heirs of Reuben. 

Mara. _ 

The Endless Heritage. Crown 8 vo, 

cloth, 31 6 it. 

KELPS (Sir ARTHUR). — Ivan 

de Blron. Crown Hvn, ciot'i 3*. td .; 
post Svo, illustrated boards. 2j._ 

HENTY (Q. A ), Novetel>y] 

Rujub, the Juggler. Past 8 vo, cloth, 

31. hd.; illustrated boards, ax. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s. 6 d. each. 

The Queen's Cup. 

Dorothy's Double. 

Colonel Thom dyke's Secret. ! 


HENDERSON (ISAAC .-Agatha 

Page. Crown 8vo, doth 3t. 6J. _ 

HERBERTSON (JESSIE L.).— 

Jaoia. Crown Svo, cloth, fis. _ 

HERMAN (HENRY).-A Leading 

Lady. Post 8 vq cloth. 21 (J. 

HILL (HEADON).—Zambra the 

Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6rf.; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

HILL (JOHN)T Works by. 

Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, is. 

The Common Ancestor. Crown 

8vo, cloth. 32. 6 d. 

HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by. 

Crown 8v>. cloth. 6*. each. 

Fan Fitzgerald. | Bilk and Steal. 

HOEY (Mrs. CASHEL).—The 

Lover's Creed. Crown 8vo, doth, 

3*.6d, _ 

HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).— 

King Koko. A Magic Story. With 25 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo t cloth. \s, net. 

HOLIDAY, Where te go for a. 

By E. P. Sholl. Sir H. Maxwell, John 
Watson, Jane Barlow, Mart Lovurr 
CAMERON, JCSTIN H. McCARTIIT, PAUL 
Lange, J. w. Graham, J. H. Saltkr, 
Phcede Allen, S. J. Beckett, L. Rivers 
Vine, and C. P, Gordon Cummixg. 
Crown 8yo, cloth, is. td. _ 

HOLMES (C. J. f M.A.).—Notes 

on the Science of Picture-melting. 

With Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 
gvo, doth, 71, 61f, net, _ 

HOLMES (O. WENDELL).— 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON 
Thomson. Fine Paper Edition, pott 
Svo, cloth, gilt top, ax. net.5 leather, gilt 
edges, 3-r. net. _ 

HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 

Works In Prose and Verse. With 
Life of the Author, Portrait, and 2op 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6 d. 

HOOK’S (THEODORE) Chok-e 

Humorous Works; including his Ludi¬ 
crous Adventures, Boos Mots, Puns, 
Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3j. 6<f. 

HOPKINS (TIQHE), Novels by. 

For Freedom. Crown 8vo, doth, 61. 

Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6 d. each. 

Twlxt Love and Duty. 

The Incomplete Adventurer. 
The Nugents of Carriconncu 
Nell HafFenden. With 8 Illustrations, 

n O RN EiR-H ENO 1 ST).—OHoil 

With Portrait, Crown Svo, doth, 7 1, 
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HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6r. each. 

Bellamy the Magnificent. 

Lord Ca mmarlelgh’a Secret* 

Israel Rank; Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s. 6 d. 

fiORNUNQ IE. W.), Novels by. 

The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 

8 vo, cloth , 3 j. 6 d. _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. each. 
Stlngaree. 1 A Thief In the Night. 

HUdO (VICTOR),—The Outlaw 

of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilbert j 
_ Campbell. Crown 8vo, dot h, 35. 6 d. j 

HUME (FERGUS), Novels by j 

The Lady From Nowhere. Cr. 8vo, 

cloth. 3j. 6 d.\ picture cloth, tlat back, 2 s. 

The Millionaire Mystery, Crown 

8v o, clo th, 3*. 6 d. 

The Wheeling Light, Crown 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top. 6 s. 

HUNQERFORD (Mrs,), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6 d. each;! 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21. each; 
doth limp, 2f. td. each. 

The Professor's Experiment. 
Nora Creina. 

Lady Yeraer'i Flight, 

Lady* Fatty. | Peter's Wife, 
The Red-House Mystery. 

Jin Unsatisfactory Lover, 

ApriTi Lady. 

A Malden Jill Forlorn, 

The Three Graces. 

A Mental Straggle* 

Marvel. | A Modern Circe. 
In Dura nce Vile, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6 d. each. 

An Anxious Moment, 

A Point of Conscience. 

The Com ing of C hio s. | Lovlce. 

The Red-House Mystery. Popular 

Ed ition, medium 8vo. 6 d. _ 

HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 

*>y- Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6 d. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2 s. each. I 

The Leaden Casket, 
Self-Condemned. 

That Ot her Person. 

M rs. Juliet. Crown 8vo t cloth, 3 s. 6 d. 

HUTCHINSON (W. M.)—Hints 

on Colt-Breaking. With 25 Illustra¬ 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. td. _ 

HYAMSON (ALBERT).—A His- 

tory of the Jews In England. With 
x6 Portraits and Views and 2 Maps. 
Demv 8 tq, cloth. 4 s. 6 d. net. _I 

HYATT (A. H.), Topographical 

Anthologies by. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2 s. net each; leather, gilt edges, 
3 s. net each. 

The Charm of London. 

The Charm of Edinburgh, 

The Charm of Venice. 

The Charm of Paris. 


INCHBOLD (A. C.), The Road of 

No Return. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 

INDOOR PAUPERS. By One ok 

Them. Crown 8vo. if.; cloth, is. 6 d. 

INMAN (HERBERT) and 

HARTLEY ASPDEN.—The Tear of 
Kaleo. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6 s. 

innkeeper's handbook 

(The) and Li ceased Victualler's 
Manual. By J. Trevok-Davxks. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 

IRVING{WASH1NGT0N).—Old 
Christmas. Square x6mo, cloth, with 
Frontispiece, is. net. _ 

JAMES (C. T. C.).—A Romance of 

the Queen's Hounds. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, ij. 6 d. 

JAMES (Q. W.). —Scraggles: 

The Story of s Sparrow. With 6 
Illustratio ns. Post 8vo, cloth, a s. 6d. 

JAMESON (WILLIAM).—My 

Dead Self. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. td. 

JAPP (Dr. A. H.).—Dramatic 

Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth, 55. 

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 

The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo, 
doth, zs.td.; Large Type, Fine Paper 
Edition, pott 8vo> cloth, gilt top, ax. net; 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net. Also a New 
Edition, with 12 Illustrations in Colours 
by M. U. Clarke, crown 8vo, cloth, 5 s. 
net ; parchment, 7 j. td. net. 

The Open Air. Post 8vo, cloth, 2 s. td.\ 
Large Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, ax. net; leather, gilt 
edges, 3 s. net Also a New Edition, 
with 12 Illustrations in Colours by Ruth 
Dollman, crown 8vo, cloth, 5*. net; 
parchment, 7 s. td. net. 

Nature near London. Crown 8vo, 
buckram, ts. ; post 8vo, cl., 2$. td. ; Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo,cL, 
gfit top, aft net; leather, gilt edges, 3f.net 
Also a New Edition, with 12 Illus¬ 
trations in Colours by Kutu DOLLMAN, 
crown 8vo, cloth, 31. net; parchment, 
75. td. ne t. 

The Pooket Richard Jefferies x 

being Passages chosen from the Nature 
Writings of Jefferies by Alfred H. 

I Hyatt. x6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2r. net; 

I leather, gilt top, 3f. net. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 
By Sir Walter Besant. Cr. 8vo, cl, ts. 

JEROME (JEROME K.).-Stage- 

land. With 64 Illustrations by J. Bkr- 
nard Partridge. Fcap. 4to, if. _ 

JERROLD (TOM), Works by. 

Post 8vo, if. each ; cloth, if. <*/. each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Househol d Horticultu re. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 
Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 
j 8vo, doth, if. net 
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CHATTO ic WIN DUS, PUBLISHERS, 


JOHNSTON (R.).—Tbe Peril of KING’S CLASSICS (Tbc*. 

mm fbapire. C/oi:. ^ Grorri t Pro*c**r_c L GcCUSO, 

- - —— - LruD. Prated cc *vi 

JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.).( exa Frocti^ca p lop. 

—Finger-Ring Lore: K --roca: Le- te Kami frey ^4 or red c 

Czr ^*ry, ard Aw. *.;3rraj: ii.6i.ac: each : qaancr Teftaa, dock 

. i w Ak.ii.6i. ■ net each; throc~q*arur 

--- Tcfcm y or! each. 


JON SON'S (BENi Works. With 

S ir/- b/.;/ipr. lz. Ucsvr o 
WiLLJAW GlPfOtu. E^'cd by Cat.:. 
CtWiViH-.M. TVec Vcml, cro'am 8 tg. 

_j 

JOSEPHUS, Tbc Complete 1 

Works of. Translated by Uiujajc 
W fij-tno*. Cootaimcg* Tbe An: ^ lik«; 
of tnt lewr’ sad * The Win of ‘ike Jen. 
W;th 5a UvdntiOQi and Maps. Two, 
VoUu demy Ito. half-cloth, laj. 6d. 


KEATINO (JOSEPH).—Maurice. 

Crows 8vo. cMrdi. 61. 


KEMPLING (W. BAILEY).—The! 

Poets Royal of England and Scot-' 

Hod : Or.^.aal Poems by Koval aad! 
Noble Per vj^%. With Notes aad h Photo- 
jufava/t 1*jt trai'a. Smail Sro, parch-TiCiit, 
61. net; vtllur.i, 7,. Ld. net. 4 no as 
Edition in Tn* Kino's Cla^mcS (No 39;. 


KERSHAW (MARK).—Colonial 

PmctM aad Flctlooa: huaioron! 
Sketches. P v *»t 8vg, illustrated board..! 
2*. ; cn^:h, 2j td. j 


KINO (LEONARD W. f M.A.).— 

A History of Babylonia and Assyria 
from tbe Earliest Times until the 
Persian Conquest. ;ih Maps. 
Hairs, and Illustrations a ;er 21 the 
principal Monuments of the Period. In 
3 vo!sales, royal 8vo, buckram. Eicr 
voiurne separately, i8l net ; or perse: of 
3 volumes, d subscribed for before the 
issue of VoJ. I_ £2 iot. net. 

Vol. 1.—A History of Burner and 
Akkad: An account *A i«c Priim-j 
live Inhabitants of Babylonia from 
the Earliest Times to about B.C. 2000. 
II.—A History of Babylon from 
the Fust Dynasty, about B.C. 2000, 
until the Cmiqfiest bv Cyril* B.C. v»a 
» III.—A History of 'Assyria from I 
the Earliest Period until the Fall of 
_Nineveh, B.C. G06. [frefaring 


KINO (R. ASHE), NoveU by. 

Pmt 8vo. illustrated hoards, 2 1 . 

4 The Wearing of the Green . 9 
Passion's Blave. | Bell Barry. 

A Drawn Game. Crown 8 ro, doth. 

3 *. (xl .; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, j 


KINGS AND QUEENS OP ENG- 
LAND. By K. G. Kncxns and Basil 
Procter. With 43 Illustrations, Small 
demy 8vo, u. net. 


s v ;t c-mr*e #/fnbhcztimz 
85. Wine. Women, and Sosgs 
Lauc Solents’ Tr?av 

U‘ec .r:o En^* *>. w.thic !a:r dcctioo, 
by jo ns AoD.sr-.rr 5 ?morA 
36, 37. Georgs Fettle’s Petite Pal- 
lace of Pottle his Pleasure. 
Ed: tti by Prof. I GOLLAXd, 1 t ^ 
SB. W al pole's Castle of Otranto. 
Lt Walter Scott. With lotn> 
ductvr*c and Pretace by Mm Spttt,rdx. 
30. Tbe Poets Royal of Bo gland 
and Scotland. Orig cai P-jem* oy 
Kings and other K yal and Xobte 
Pcrvx», collected and eitea by W. 
UvILST Ki^JPUNG. 

W. hi? Thomas More's Utopia 

i>c.ted by ko&fcjrr SrkEXS, F-SlA. 

4L 4 Chaucer's Legend of Good 

Women. In Modem EngUik, wnh 
No e» and Introduction by Professor 

H . W SK EAT. 

02. Swift's Battle of the Books. 

Edreo. with Notes and Introduction* by 
A. Githkelch. 

03. Sir William Temple upon the 
Gardens of Epicurus, with 
other 17th Century Garden 
Essays. Edited, with .Vies and In«ro- 
u ;i. Don, bv A. Fosses SiE%'RSfXG.FAA. 
00. :h« Four Last Things, by Sr 
IHOMA8 More: topetaer with A 
Spiritual Consolation aad 
other Treatises by Jons Fisher, 
of Rochester. Edited hr DAXthL 
fV'Jnvvo^ 

05. The Bong Of Roland. Translated 
the o:d French by dr*.CHOSLAND, 
W th I ut redact ion by Prof. Bkandix. 

00. DanU'fl Vila Naova. The 

lij'iaa text, with Daytk G. Rossetti's 
translation on nppos te nng . With Intro¬ 
duction aod Notes b* Prof. H. OsLSXER. 

07. t Chaucer's Prologue and 

IS in or Poem a /* modem Eng/tdk. 
w:ui Notes aod Introduction by Pro#. 
* W. SlCBAT. 

4IMCh%uoer’s Parliament of 
Bird* and House of Fama In 

modern Engyish, with Notes and intro- 
riivtion by Prof. W. W. Skkat 

09. Mrs. Gaskell's Cranford. With 

Introduction by R. BfitMLEY JOHNSON. 

60 . tPearl. An Finnish Poem of tbs 
Fourteenth Century, lidited, with a 
Modern Kendcnuj; aud an lotrodoction, 
bv Professor I. GoUJtxcz. 

61 , 52 . King's Letters. Volumes III. 
and IV. Newly ed*tcd from the originals 
by Robert Stkf.i.f.. F.S.-V, 

63. The English Correspondence 
of Saint isonlfaoa Translated and 
edited, with an introductory Sketch of the 
Li:c of St. Boclfacc, by E. J. Kyue, M.A 
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KINO’S CLASSICS (The) -continued. 

66 . The Cavalier to his Lady: 
Seventeenth Century Love oongs. 
Edited by F. Si DG WICK. 

67 . Asser’s Life of Klntf Alfred. 
Ed ted by L. C. Jake, M.A. 

68 . Translations from the Ice¬ 
landic. By Ktv. W. C. Green, M.A. 

68 . The Rule of St. Benet. Trans- 
la ed by Right R«.v. Abbot Gasquet. 

60 . Daniel's 4 Delia ’ and Drayton's 
4 Idea.’ Ediitd by Arundell Esdaile, 
M.A. 

61 . The Book of the Duke of 
True Lovers. A Romance of the 
Court, by Christ, ne de Pisan, 
translated, with Notes and Introduction, 
by A* ick Kbmp-Wklch. 

62 . Of the Tumbler o' Our Lady, 
and other Miracles. Translated, 
from the Middle French MSS., with 
Notes and Introduction, by Alice 
Kkmp-Wklch. 

63 . The Ghatelalne of Yergl. A 

Romance of the Court, translated from 
the Middle French, by ALICE Keup- 
Welch, wth Imrodttc ion by L, 
Brandin’, Ph.D., and with the original 
Text. Edition Raynaud. 

61. Troubadour Poems. Edited by 
Bakuaka Smytiik, 

66 . An Anthology of French 
Verse. Selected by C. B. LEWIS. 
Earlier Volumes in the Series 

1. The Love of Cooks (The Phi lob* Mon). 

2. •Six Dramas of Cn.ld<*rnn (PitsGerald • 

Translation). (Double voL» 

S. Chrouicic of JocHtn of Brakolond. 

4 . The Lif<» of Sir Thomas More. 
t*. Eikon Basil! k*. 

& Kiuffs* Let tors : Alfred to the coming of 
the Tudors. 

7. Kings’ Letters : Prom the Tudors to the 
Love Letters of Henry VIII. 

K ♦Obaucers Knight's Tale (Prof 8 krat). 

Ul t0h&no»r s Mm of Law** Tnl* (Prof Bxrat). 
I*-. ♦Chaucer's Prioress s Tale (P **f. Skkat). 

11. The Romanes of Fu’ke Fiumuriutt, 

U, The 8f'»ry of (?ui>ld uud Psyche. 

Ul Evelyn s Llf* of Margaret Godolphls. 

14. Rarly Lives of Dante. 

l.v The KalsLiff Letters 

16 Polo H ill*. Uv Edwasd PitxOssalu. 

17. M«diii*v a I Lore. 

li. The vuiou of Piers the Flovmmn (Prof. 

fekKAT) 

10 The Gull’s Horn booh, 
re. *Tho Nun's Uule, or Anorea Riwle. (Double 
vol). 

21 . Tne Memoirs of Robert Cary, Earl of Mon¬ 
mouth. 1 

22 Early Lives of Charlemagne. 

2 X Cleoro’s ' Fri«nd«h.|\' * Old Age, 1 and 
'Scipio's Dreum/ 

94 • Wordsworth’s Prelude. (Double voL) I 
35. The Defence of Quen^Vffe. 

90,27. Browning’s Men and Women. 

2a. Poe’s Poems. 

». Shakespeare's Bouneta. 

90. George Eliot’s Bliss Mamer. 

SL Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 

:<2. Charles Reado s Fog Woflngton. 

83, Th* Household of sir Thomas More. 

81. Sappho • One Hundred Lyrics. By Blihk 
CaiimaN. 

* V«m»*er« 2. no, and 24 are Double Volumes 
and Double Price. 

♦ Tim* Cu »ucer Vol*., sth! also Xo. 50, may be had 
Ul •tiff paper covers at la not each. 


*7 


KINO’S LIBRARY FOLIOS 

(The). 

The Mirrour of Yertue In World¬ 
ly Greatnos, or The Life of Sir 
Thomas More, Knight. By his 

son-in-law, William Kopek, ioj. 64 . 
net. (Seven copies of this volume alone 
remain, and are not to be sold apart from 
sets.) 

Elkon Baslllke, the Fortraicture 
of Hla Sacred Majestic In his 
Solitudes and Sufferings. 

Edited by Edward Almack, F.SA. 
£i is. net. 

Shakespeare's Ovid, being 
Arthur Golding's Translation 
of the Metamorphoses. Edited 
by W. H. D. Rouse, LutD. £i ns . 64 . 
net. 

The Percy Folio of Old English 
Ballads and Romances. Edited 
by the General Editor. In four 
volumes at ^4 41. the set. (Volumes 1 . 
and II. issued; III. at Press; IV. in 
Preparation.) 

Norn —Seven complete sets of the above 
foltos remain for sale . Price ; per sct % 
£7 17 s. 64 net. ______ 

KING’S LIBRARY QUARTOS 

<Tbe\ 

The Alchemist. By Ben Joxron. 
Edited by H. C. Hart. 5*. net; Japan¬ 
ese vellum, £1 is . net. 

The Gull's Hornbook. By Thomas 
Darker. Kdhed by R. B McKfrrow. 
5j. net ; Japanese vellum, ioj. Cut. net. 

The Beggar's Opera. By John Gay. 
E tiled by H\milton MacLeod. 51. 
net; Japanese vellum, 10s. 64 . net. 


KIPLING PRIMER (A). Includ- 

ing Biographical and Critical Chapters, 
an Index to Mr. Kipling’s principal 
Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L. 
K nowles, VVith Two Portraits. Crown 
8vo. cloth. $s. 64 . 


KNIGHT (WILLI AM and 

EDWARD'. —The P.tlent'a Vodo 
M.cam: How to Get Moat Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Uown Svo, 
cloth, is. 64 . 


LAMB’S (CHARLES) Complete 

Works in Prose and Verse, including 
* Poetry for Children 1 and * Prince Donut. 
Edited by R. H. Shepherd. With 2 
Portraits and Facsimile of the * Essay on 
Roan Pig.’ Crown 8vo, cloth, 3x. 64 . 
The Essays Of Elia. (Both Series.) 
Fink Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2 t. net: leather, lilt edges. rc. net. 


LAMBERT (GEORGE). — The 

President of Bor avia. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3*. 64 . 
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LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 

—Tb# Thousand mu d Omm Ni ghts , 

commonly called in England Iht 
Arabian Might* Rntevtaln- 
mexUf. Translated from the Arabic 
and illustrated by many hundred Engrav¬ 
ings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by 
E. S. POOL*. With Preface by Stanley 
Lane-Pool*. 3 Vote.. 8to, cL au. 64 . \ 

LAURISTOUN (PETER). The 

Painted Mwtila. Cr, 8vo. cloth. tn 

Lee (HOLME).—Legends from 

Fairy Land. With about 250 I Hus- 
tra’.ions by Reginald L. and Horao 
I. Knowi.es, and an Introduction by 
fc. H. Free^antlk. Crown 8vo, doth 
gilt^sr. net. _| 

LEES (DOROTHY N.).—Tuscan 

Feasts and Tnacaq Friends. With 
12 Illustrations* Laige crown 8 vo, doth, 
Sr. net 

Lehmann (r. c.). —Harry 

Flu dyer at Cambridge, and Conver¬ 
sational Mints for Young Shooters. 

Crown 8vo. rx. ; cloth, ij. 6 4 . 

LEIGH (HENRY S.).-Carola of 

Cockayy. Crown 8vo. buckram, 51. 

LELAND (C. G.).—A Manual of 

MmUIm and Repairing. With Dia 
grams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

LEPELLETIER (EbMOND). - 

Madam# 5 ens-Q 8 ne. Translated bv 
John de Viluers. Post Svo. doth. 
3-t. 64 .; illustrated boards, as.; POPULAR 
EMTIO*. medium Svo. 64 . 

L^YS (JOHN K.), Novels by. 

Tbe Lindiaf* Poet 8vo, lllust. bds.,ar. 
A Bone TtxnptaiioR. Cr. Svo. cL. 6,- 

LILBURN (ADAM).—A Tragedy 

_ la jjUurbjn. Crown two, cl»th, 3 ,. 6 d. 

LINDSAY (HARRY)* Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth. 5*. id. each. 

Skoda S oborta. | The Jaooblta. 

Crown Svo. doth. &». each. 

Judah Pyeoroft, Puritan. 

Tbe Story of Leah. 

LINTON ( E. LYNNT7W orfca by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 64 . each ; poet Svo, illus¬ 
trated boards, a s. each. 

Patricia KamhalL J Iona. 

Tbe Atonement of Leam Pandas* 
Tbe World Veil Lost. » lUusts. 
Tbe One Too Many. 

Under which Lord? With 12 Most*. 

1 Iffy Love* 9 I Sowing tbe Wind. 
p&stonCarew. I Dulole Ever ton. 
With a Silken Thread. 

Tbe Rebel of tbe Family. 

An Ootave of Friends. Crown bo, 
cloth, 3J. 6 d. 

Bowing tbe Wind. Cheap Edition, 

poet hvo, doth. ij. net. 

Patricia Kern ball. Popular Edi¬ 
tion, medium Svo, 64 . 


LORI ME R (NORMA).—Tbe 

Pagan Women. Cr. Svo. doth, 3*. 64 . 

LUCAS (ALICE). — Talmudic 

Legends. Hymns, end Paraphrases 

Post Svo, o2I1-parchment, 21. net 

LUCAS (E. V.), Books ~by\ 

Anne's Terrible Good Nature, and 

other Stories for Children. With 12 
lUnstratMes by A. H. Bucelaxd. and 
Coloured End - Papers and Cover by 
F. D. Bedford. Crown 8vo, doth, 6jl 
A Book of Yereee for Children. 
With Coloured Title-page. Crown Svo, 
cl*:h, 61. 

Three Hundred Games and Pas¬ 
times. By E. V. Lucas and Elizabeth 
Lucas. Pott *to. cloth. 6x. net 
Tbe Flump, and other Stories. 

Rova! i6nao f cloth, ix. net 

LUCY (HENRy W.).— Gideon 

Fleyce. Crown 8v«\ cloth, 3s. 64 .; post 
Svo, illustrated board* 2x. 

MACAULAY (LORD).—The His- 

tory of Raglimd. Large Type, Fine 
Pafbr Edition, in 5 vote. pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, ax. net per vot.; leather, 
Wilt edges 3 *. net per vol. 

MaCCOLL (HUGH).—Mr. 

Stranger 9 5 Seeled Packet. Cr. 8 vo, 

cloth, 3r. 64 .; post tvo. Ulus. board*. a* 

McCarthy (JllSTlN), Books by. 

Tbe Re&ga of Queen Anne. Two 

Vol*, demy Svo, doth, lax. ea ch . 

A Hi st o ry of tbe Four Georges 
and of Villlam tbe Fourth. 

Four Vote., demy Svo, cloth, in. each. 
A History of Our Own Times 
from the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880. Library 
Edition. Four Vol*. demy Svo, cloth, 
1 ax. each.—Alto the Popular Edition, 
la Four Vote., crown Sen, cloth, 6x. each. 
—And the Jubilee Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, 
in a Vols., demy Svo, cloth. 7*. 64 . each. 
A History of Our Own Times, 
Vol. V n from 1880 to the Diamond J ub’lee 
Deray 8vo, cloth, xa*.; crown Svo, doth 6*. 
A History of Owr One Times. 
Vote. VI. and VI!., teem 1 * 971 # Accession 
of Edward VII. a Vote*, demy Svo, doth, 
2*x.; crown Svo. cloth, m. 

A Short History of Our Own 
Times, from the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of King 
Ed wax d VII. New Edition, revised 
and enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, 6x.; also the Popular Edition, 
post 8vo, cloth, ax. 64 .; and the Cheap 
Edition (t o the year x8So) , rood. 8vo, 64 * 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, ax. net per voL; 
leather, gilt edges, 3x. net per vol. 

The Reign of Queen Anna in x VoL 
A History of tbe Four Georges 
and of william IV., In 2 vote. 

A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession 0/ Q. Victoria to iSgy, In 3 Vote, 
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McCarthy (justin)-*™//***/. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth, $s.6d. each ; post 8 yo. plct. 
boards, is. each ; cloth lirap, is.Od.c ach. 

TYim Watordole Neighbours. 

My Enemy'* Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. | Llnley Rochford. 
Dear Lady Disdain. | The Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 lliusts. 
.Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations. 
The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athena. With 12 Illustrations. 
Cam lola. 

Red Diam ond* . 1 T he Riddle Ring. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. ( ui. e *ch. 

The Three Dis graces. | Mononla. 
‘The Right Honourable/ By Justin 
McCarthy and Mrs. Campbell Prabd, 

Crown 8 vo, cloth. 6 s, _ 

Julian Re yelstOTie. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 6s. 

McCarthy (J. H.), Works by. 

The Frenoh Resolution. (Consti¬ 
tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vote, 
demyfivo, cloth, xat. each. 

An Outline of the History of 
Ireland. Crown 8vo. is ,: doth, ijr.fr* . 
Ireland Since the Union— 179 B- 
1888 - Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Hafiz in London. 8vo, gold cloth. 3s. fri. 
Our Sensation Novel* Crown 8vo, 
is.: cloth, n. 6 d. 

Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, 15. 
Dolly: A Sketch. Crown 8vo, Is, j 

Lily Lass. Crown 8vo. 1 s ,; doth, is. 6 d. 
A London Legend. Cr. 8vo,cloth. 3s. 6 d. 

MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE), 

Books by. 

Works of Fancy and Imagination 

Ten Vote, i 6 mo. cloth, gilt, ia case, 21 s. : 
or separately, Grolicr cloth, 25. &L each. 
Also a New Issue in iGmo, cloth, gilt 
top, is. net per Voh; leather, gilt top, 3 s. 
net per Vo!. 

VoL I. Within and Without—The 
Hidden Life. 

„ II. The Disciple — The Gospel 
Women—Book op Sonnets— 
Organ Songs. 

* III. Violin Songs—Songs of the 

Days and Nights—A Boor 
ok Dreams—Roadside Poems 
—Poems for Children. 

„ IV. Paiudles— Ballads — Scotch 
„ V. & VI. Phantasies. [Songs. 
„ VII. The Portent. 

* VIII. The Light Princess — The 

Giants Heart—Shadows. 

„ IX Cross Purposes—Golden Key 
Carasoyn—LittlbDaylight. 
„ X Tint Cruel Painter—The Wow 
o'Rivvkn—The Castle—The 
Broken Swords—The Gray 
Wo lf—Uncle C orxklius. 

Poetical Works of George Mae* 
Donald. * Vote., cr.Svo, buckram, 12s, 
Heather and Snow. Crown 8vo, doth, 
vt. 6 d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 s, 
Lilith. Crown 3 vo. cloth, 65, 

The Pocket George ifacDonald: 

Passages Chosen by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo, 
cloth gilt,ai. net5 leather gilt, net. 


MACDONELL (AG N E S) . -r 

Quaker Coaatn.i Post 8vo. boards, 21. 


MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 

S r. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6*. each. 

low over the Heart. 

The Mystery of Iilnooln's Inn. 
The Private Detective. 


Her Honour. Crown Svo, cloth, $s. 6J. 


MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.).-Inter- 

lud«5 and Undertones. Cr.Svo,cloth,0.i, 


MACKAY (WILLIAM).— A 

Meader of Nets. Crown Svo, cloth, &i. 


MACKENZIE (W. A.).—The 

Droxol Dream* Crown 8vo, cloth, 6 s. 


MACLISE Portrait Qallery (The) 

of lllsstrtens Literary Cbsifcters: 
85 Portraits by Daniel Maclisk ; 
with Memoirs by william Bates; B.A. 
Crown Svo. cloth. 3 s. fri. _ 


MAGIC LANTERN, The, and its 

Management. By T. C. Hepwortii. 
With 10 lliusts. Cr. 8to, 15.; cloth, is. frf. 

MAONA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 
the Original, 3 ft. by 2 ft., with Arras and 
Seals emblazoned iu Gold and Colours,55. 


MALLOCK (W. H.), Works by. 

The Raw Republic. Post 8vo. cloth. 
35. 6c L ; illustrated boards, 25. ; Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 25. net; leather, gilt edges, 
3 *. net. _ 

Poems. Small 4to, parchment, 8s. 

Is Lite Worth Living? Crown 8yo, 
buckram, bs. 


MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 

Mart <f Arthur, Selections from, edited 
by B. M. Hanking. Post 8vo, cloth, is. 


MARC U ERITTE (PAUL and 

VICTOR), Morels by. 

Cmwn Svo, doth. 3 5. 6 <L each* 

The Disaster. Translated by F. Lf.fs. 
Vanity. Translated by K.S. \VKST. With 
Portrait Frontispiece. 

The Commune. Translated by F. Lees 
and K^B. Douglas. Cr. 8 vo, d oth, 6 s. 

MARIE DE MEDICIS and the 

Court of Franco In the XVlIth Cen¬ 
tury. Translated from the French of 
Louis Batipfol by Mary King. With 
a Portrait Demy 8ro, cloth, 7*. 6 d, net. 


MARLOWE’S Works, including 

* his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col, Cunning ham. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3 s. fr/. 

MARSH (RICHARD).-A 

Spoiler of Men. Cr. 8vo, cloth^r. 64 . 
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MASTER OF (IAMB (THE): 

The Oldest English Book on 
Hooting, By Edward. Second Dukt 
«►( York. Edited by \V. A. And F. 
B * iuLifi-GROHMAW With IntroducUoi 
by Theodore Roosevelt. Photogravure 
Frontispiece, and 23 Full-page Illus¬ 
trations after HJuni.natioos, Large cr. 
Bvu, ci< th, 7s. 6 d. net; parchment, 
ioi. 6d, net. _ 

MASSINGER’S Plays. From the 

Text of WILLIAM GlKrORD. Edited by 
Col. CrxSINGff AM. Cr. Svo, cl«dh. is (4L 

MASTERMAN (J.).—Half - a - 

dozen Daughters. Post Svo. b ta., 2* 

MATTHEWS (BRANDER).—A 

Secret of the Sea. Pat Sto, iOoa- 

Dated boards, as.; cloth, 2 s. (kL 

MTX^O’ReLL, Book* by. 

Crown 8vo, ck>?h. 31. 6 d. each. 

Her Royal Highness Woman. 
Between Ourselves. 

Rambles In Womanland. _ 

MEAOE (L. T.), Novels by. 

A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, $s. t d .; post 8 to, ill ust. boards, is. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 3 s. 6 d. each. 

The Yolce of the Charmer. 

In an Iron Grip. | The Siren. 
Dr. Rumsey*s Patient. 

On the Brink of a Chasm. 

The Way of a Woman. 

A Son of Ishmael. 

An Adventuress. | Rose bury. 
The Blue Diamond. 

A Stumble by the Way. 

This Trou blesome World. _ 

MEDICIS (Lives of the): from 

their Letters. By Janet Ross. With 
Pho o/r.ivire Frontispiece and other 
Illustrati ng Demy 8v;>, cJ'*th. 7 s. 6rf. 
net._ l Prep* rift*- 


MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (Tlte>-f#»f/«aisd. 
6 . The Book of the Divine Con¬ 
solation of Saint Angela dm 

Folignou Translated from me Italian 
by Maft G. Stekgmanx, with intro¬ 
duction by Algar Thorold. Woodcut 
Title and reproductions of Woodcuts. 

6 . The Legend of the Holy Finn, 
Ylrsin of 8anto Gemlnlann. 

Translated trom the 14th Century US. 
bv U. IfAKSFIZLD. Woodcut Title and 
f* Photogravures 

7. Early English Romanoes of 
Love. Edited in M Klein Kn<li-h by 
EulTH RicKKRT. 5 Photogravure*. 

1 Early English Romances of 
Friendship. Edited in W dem 
Eng 1 :*h, with Notes by Edith Ricker r. 
6 Photogravures. 

a The Cell of Self-Knowledge. 

Seven Early Mystical Treatise* printed in 
1S51. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes, by Edmund Gardner, MJL 
Coll- type FronHcrM-r* * * w o colours. 
10 . Ancleni EngiuH Christman 
Carols, 1400 - 1700 . Collected lud 
arranged by Edith Rickkrt. With 8 
Photogravures. Boards. 71. 6d. net; 
_ pigski n with clasp s, io j. 6t1. net. _ 

MEL B^T: A Biography. By 

Aonks U. UCRPHT. With Chapters by 
Madams Melba on The Art op Sino- 
xkg and on The Selection of Music as 
A PROFESStON t Portraiis.and Illustrations. 
Demv Svo, cloth. 161. net. 

MERRICK (MOBE). — Wkien a 
Girl's Engaged. Cr. 8vo. cloth. v.W. 

MfefefeICK (LEONARD), Novels 

>y. 

Th. Maa who waa Good. Crown 

•vo. cL, 3 r. 6d. ; p<»t 8vo, i llust. bcue, a\. 
Crown Svo. cloth. td each 

Cynthia. | This Stage of Fools. 

METHVEN (PAUL).— 


MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 

Mew). Small crown 8vo, pert rag 
paper, boards, Sr. net per voL ; pigskin 
with 71. 6 d. net per vol. 

1 . The Book of tbe Duke of True 
Lovers. Translated from the Middle 
French of Christine dx Pisan, with 
Notes by Alice Kbmp-Wslch. Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photogravures. 

8 . Of the Tumbler of oar Lady, 
and other Miracles. Translated 
from the Middle French of GaUTDiR Dfc 
COINCI, Ac., with Notes and Introduction, 
by Alice Krmp-Wrlcii. Woodcut Title 
and 7 Photogravures. 

3 . The Chatelaine of Yergl. Trans¬ 
lated from the Middle French by ALICk 
Kkmp-Wklch, with the original Text, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. Brandis. 
Woodcut Title and 5 Photogravures. 

4 . The Baboes* Book. Edited from 
Dr. KCJRNIVALL’S Texts, with Notes, by 
Edith Rickert. Woodcut Title and 6 


Photogravures. 


lofluvn ces. Crown Sro. cioth fa. 

MEYINElT (ALICE).-The 

Rower of tbe Mind: s Choice 
among the Best Poems. In i*nio, 
ckjtb. gilt. 2x. n t ; le ather, 3*. net. 

MINTO (WM.).-Was She Good 

or Bad f Crown 8vo. doth. ir. 6d. 


MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. 6J. each. 

The Lone Star Rush. WithS lUusts. 
Only a nigger. 

Tne Bel forts of C uiben. 

Crown Svo, picture cloth, tlat backs, 21. each. 
Plotters of Paris. 

The Temple of Death. 

Towards the Sternal Snows. 


MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels 

_ by- Crown Svo. cloth. 35. 6 d. each, 

Rcnshaw Fanning's Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Bl&chland. 
Havlland’s Cham 


Digitized by L^cuoie 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


21 


111 ST. MARTINS LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


MITFORD (BORTRAM)— continued. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3 s. 6 d, each ; picture cloth, 
flat back. ac. each. 

The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 
The King’s Assegai. Wiin 6 iiiusls. 
The Gun-Runner. Or. 8vo. cl., 3*. 6 d.; 

Cheap Eriuion. medium Svo. f bd. 

Harley G reenoak’s Charge. Crown 
8vo. cloth. bs. 

STOLES WORTH (Mrs.).— 

Hathcrcocirt Rectory. Croun 8vo. 
doth, %s. bd. : post 8vo, imut. boards is, 

MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT^- 

The Abdication: A Drama, with 7 
Etchings. Imperial 4to, buckram. 2 is, 

MORROW (W. C.).—Bohemian 

Paris of To*Day. With 106 I?lusts.by 
Edouard Crctnu- Smalldemv8vo.cl.,*j 

MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. 

Crown 3 vo, doth. 3 s. bd. each. 

Baslle the J eater. 

Young Loch invar. 

The Golden Jdol._ 

Post $v#, illustrated boards, is, each. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 

From th e Bosom of th e Deep. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. 
Post 8vo, illust. boards, is ,; c:otn, is. 6u'. 

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

With 12 llius. by Stanley L. Wood. Cr 
Rvo. cloth, 31. 6 d .: picture cl. flat back. 2 s 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE)", 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3 s . u/. 
ench: post 8vo, illustrated boards, is, each 

A Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations. | 
Val Strange. I A Wasted Crime. 
A Capful o' Nalls. ' Hearts. 
The Way of the World. 

Mount Dospalr. | A Model Father. 
Old Bl&ser's Hero. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit or Human Nature* 

First Person Singular. 

Bob Martin's Little Girl* 

Time's Revenges. 

Cynlo Fo rtune. { In D irest Peril. 

Crown Swo, cloth, $s. bd, each. 

This Little World. 

A Race for Millions. 

The Church of Humanity* 

Tales In Prose and Verse* 
Despair's Last Journey. 

YX.2 A Chr onicle of Casil g Barfield. j 
Verona's Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, 61. 
His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
t\i .; picture cloth, flat back, is, 
Joseph's Coat. Popular Edition. 

medium 8vo. 6 d. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 

HENRY HERMAN. Novels byv 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. bd, each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. 25. each. 

One Traveller Returns* 

The Bishops' Bible. 

Paul J ones' s Alias. With Illustrations 
by A. Fokkstier and G. NICOLET. | 


MURRAY (HENRY), Novel* by. 

Post 8vo, cloth, zi. bd, each. 

A Game of Bluff. 

A Bong of Sixpence. 


NEW BOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

from the Enemy. Hep. 8vo. pic, cov.. u. 


NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

4 Ball Up I' Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s. bd.) 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2r.; 
Popular Edition medium 8vo, bd. 

Dr. Bernard St. Yin cent. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, is. 


NORDAU (MAX).—Morganatic: 
A Romance. * Translated by Elizabeth 
Lee, Crown 8vo, doth, gilt" top. bs. 


NORRIS (W. E.), Novefs by. 

Crown 8yo, cloth, 3 s. bd. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 21. each. 

Saint Ann' s. 1 Billy Bellew* 
Miss Wentworth k s Idea* Crown 8vo> 
_cloth, 34, bd. _ _ 


OUt DA, Novels by. Crown 8vo f 

cloth, 3 s. bd. each ; post 8vc* illustrated 
boards, is. each. 


Trlcotrln. 

Eufflno, 

Othmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Pasoarel. 

Shandos. 

Moths. 

Puck, 

1 della. 

sa . 

Friendship. 

Goilderoy. 


Dog of Flanders, 
soil Castlemalne's 


A 

Oeol 
Gage. 

Princess Napraxlno. 
Held In Bondage. 
Under Two Flags. 
Foile-Farine. 

Two Wooden Shoes. 
A Village Commune* 
In a Winter City. 
Santa Barbara* 

In Maremma. 

Strathmore. 

Plpistrello. 

Two Offenders* 

Syr 11 n. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s. bd. each. 

A Rainy June. | The Mass arenas. 

The Waters of Ed era. 

Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back. is. each. 
Byrlin* I The Waters of Rdera* 
Popular feDmoNS.' lucoiuru 8vo. bd. eaeu. 
Under Two Flags. Moths. 

Held In Bondage. Puok. 

Strathmore. Trlootrln* 

Tbo Massarenes. Chandos. 

Friendship. Ariadne. 

Two Little Wooden 8hoes. 

I dal la. t Othmar. j Pasoarel* 
A Vlljag{t Commune. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. Largs 
Tm Edition. Heap. 8vo, cloth, u. net; 
leather, is, bd. net. _ 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of Ouida by K. Sydney 
Morris. Post 8vo. cloth. $s. 


OHNET (QEORQES), Novels by. 

Doctor Rameau. Post 8vo, Illustrated 

boards. 2 s. 

A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. 

A Last Love* Post 8vo. illust bds., u. 
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OMNET (OEOkCES) —conUKueJL. 

Crown c.o ;X 3 /. 6 d. e ach , 

Tb« Pa ill of Glory* 

Lore’s Depths. 

The Monef-mtlrep. 

The Woman of M |t fe p y> 
The Conquertss. 


OL1PHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Po't 'v,». iflmtr.v* -1 u. each. 

The Primrose Path. 

The Grea test Heiress In England 

Whiteladle*. Crown 8 vo cloth, w.th 12 
: %<*'. bd&_, zs. 

The Sorceress. Crr.vn cloth. i\ ti. 

OSBOURNE (LLOYD), Stories 

by. Crowr 8vo. ckHh, %t. 6 cL each. 

The Motormaniaoe. 

Three Speeds FermWL With 
litast rations. 


O’SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR). 

MnilojjjogBltjht. Pep. Sto d„ 

PAIN (BARRY).—Eliza’s Hus¬ 

band. Fcsrp,, Svo, 11.; doth. It. W. 


PANDURANQ HARI; or, 

Memoir* of s Hindoo. With Preface 
by Sir Bartlb Kreke. Post 8*0, illus¬ 
trated boards, 21. 


PARADISE (The) or Garden of 

the Holy Fathers: Histories of the 
Anchorites, Rec loses, Corn obi tern, Monks, 
and Ascetic Fathers of the Deserts of 
Etfypt, between about A.D 250 auf 400. 
Compiled by Athanasius, Palladius, 
St. Jerome, and others. Translated 
from the Syriac, with an Intro¬ 
duction, by E. A. Wallis Budge, Iitt£> 
With 2 Frontispieces. 2 toIs. large crown 
8 vo, buckram, 15 /. net. 


PARIS SALON, The Illuatrated 

Catalogue of the. With about 300 Ulus* 
trations. Published annually. Dy 8 ?o, 3 j. 


PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. 

Crown 8 ?o. cloth, 3 j. 6 d. each ; poet Sro, 
illustrated boards, is. each. 

Dost Sip Masalngberd. 

The ClySards of Olyffs. 

A County Family. 

Less Alack than We’re Painted. 
By Proxy. 1 Fop Gash Only. 
High Spirits. I Sunny Stories. 
A Confidential Agent. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 12 Musts. 
The Family Scapegrace. 

Holiday Tasks. I At Her Mercy. 
The Talk of the Town. 12 Musts. 
The Mystery of Bt lrbridge. 

The Word and the Will. 

The Burnt Million. 

A Trying Patient. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 


Post 8 to. illustrated boards, as. each. 
Humorous Stories. ] Pr o as Wwtm. 
The Foster Brothers. 

Married Beneath wim. 
Buntlnck's Tutor. 

Walter's Word. Fallen Fort mas, 
A Perfect Treasure. 

Dike Father, Dike Son. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Carlyon's Tear. | Cecil's Tryst. 
Murphy's Master. 

Some Private Views. 

Found Dead. | Mirk Abbery* 
A Marine Residence. 

The Canon’s Ward. 

Mot Wooed, But Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds R e w ar d. 
The B e st of Husbands. 

Halves. | What He Cost Her. 
Kit: A Memory. ♦ Under One Roof. 
Glow-Worm Tales. 

A Prince of the Blood. 

A Modem Dick Whittington. 

Crown Sto, cloth, with Portrait of Author, 
35 . 6d.: picture doth, flat back, 2s. 

The Burnt Million. Cheap Edition, 
post Ire. doth, 1 s. net 

Rotas from the * Mews. 9 Grownbo, 
doth U.6i_ 

Popular Edttioiw. medium Stoi, 64, each. 
Dost Btr MassingberdL 
Walter’s word. 1 By proxy. 

PAYNE (WILL). — Jerry the 

Drecmer. Crown txo, doth, xt. 6 d. 


PAUL (MARGARET A.).—Gentle 

sad Shnols. Crows tro, cloth, 34. 6 d *; 
post 9 ro, illustrated boards, u. 

PEAR5 (CHARLES).—From the 

Thames to the Seise. With 40 Illus¬ 
trations is Colours mod Sepia forge 
leap, 4to, doth, Iti.W. nsf. {Frtf 

PENNELL - ELMHIRST (Cap- 

Uli E.).—Th. Bctt mi tfa« Fan. 

With t Coloured 1 Oust rations and 48 
other s. Medium $*o, doth, 61. net. 

PENNY (F. E.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3 1. W. each. 

Tke Bunai. I Th«T«a-PlanUr. 
OMtoanaCmd. I Tht Inevitable 

_ Law. 

Crown 8v«, doth. (14. each. 

Mljs. J Dark Corner*. 

_ The Pnlactey gjar k._ 

PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by. 

Idolatry. Crown 8*o, c loth, 6 s. 

Crown 8*0, cloth, 3j. &f. each. 

A Free Solitude. 1 Bast of Sues. 
Tbo Waters of Destruction. 
Red Records. 

The Stron ger Claim . 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6 d. each. 
The Stronger Claim* 

The Waters of Destruction, 


Digitized by 


Go gl<r 


Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



Generated at University of Georgia on 2020-04-08 23:54 GMT / https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433112046796 

Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathltrust. 0 rg/access_use#pd-g 00 gle 


111 ST. MARTINIS LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


PETER PAN KEEPSAKE (The). 

By D. a O’Conno*. With Introduction 
by W. T. Stiad, and Illustrations. 
Demy 4to, picture cover, ii net. 

PHELPS (E. S.).—Jack the 

Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W. 
Kkkd. Crown 8vo. cloth, is, td. _ 

PHIL MAY’S Sketch-Book: 54 

Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth, a s. 6 d. 

PH1PSON (Dr. T. L.).— Famous 
Violinists nod Finn Violins. Crown 

8vo. cloth, ___ 

PiCl URE-MaKINQ, Notes on 

tbe Science of. By Prokkssor 
C. J. HOLMES, M.A. With Photogravure 
Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 71. td . 
net. 

PiLKINGTON (L. L.).— Mallen- 

der’s Mistake. Crown five, doth, 6 s, 

PLANCHfe (J. R.).—Songs' and 

Poems. Edited by Mrs. Mackarness. 
Crown ftvo. cloth, 6s, 


FATHERS, and some el the Tradi¬ 
tions upon which they were founded. 

By c. M. GAYLET, LL.D. With numerous 
Illustratio ns. Royal Ito, cloth, 12s. td. net 

PLUTARCH'S Llvea ot Illus¬ 
trious Men. With Life ot Plutarch 
by J. and W. LAMQHORNR, and Por¬ 
traits. Two Vote., 8vo, half-cloth, los.bd. 

POE’S (EDGAR ALLAN) Choice 

Works: Peems, 5tories, Essays. 

With an Introduction by Charlbs 
Baudelaire. Crown $vo. doth, v* td. 

P0LL0CIT(W. H.).—The Charm, 

end Other Drawing-Reeui Play*. 

By Sir Walter Besa.yt and Walter 
H. Pollock. With 50 Illustration*. 
Crown fro, cloth, y$. td. _ 


Flutter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6 s, 

POWDER - PUFF (the): a 

Ladies* Breviary. By Franz BLIL 
Fcap . 8vo , cl oth, 35, td. 

PRAED - (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 

Novels by. Post Svo, Mu*, board*, aj. ea. 
The Romsnot of a Itatloa. 

The Soul of Countess Adrian. 

Crown 8 yo , cloth, 3 $. td. each ; post fro, 
illustrated board*, 2 s. each. 

Outlaw and Uwmsksr. 
Christina Chard. 

Mrs. Tregas kiss. With 8 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth, %s. 6 d. each. 
Raima. I Madamplsan. 

• As a Watch in the NighC 
The Lost Bari of Elia n. 

Christina Chard, cheap Edition, 

pout Svo. cloth, ir. net. 

PRICE (E. C.). — Valentins. 

Crown 8 to, doth, 3*. 6 d. 


PROCTOR (RICHARD A.), 

Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s, td, each. 
Easy Star lies sons. With Star Maps 
for every Night in the Year. 

Flowers of the Shy. With 55 lllusts. 
Familiar Solence Studies. 
Mysteries of Time and Space* 
The Universe of Suns. 

Saturn and its System. With 13 
Steel Plates. Demy ovo, cloth, 6 s. 
Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown 8vo, is. td. 

PRYCE (RICHARD).—Miss. 

Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, 

doth, 3*. td, r post Svo, illust. boards, as. 

RAB AND HIS FRIENDS.— By 

Dr. John Brown*. Square ibmo, with 
Frontispiece, cloth, is. net. 

RAPPOPORT (A. S., M.A.).— 

The Curse of the Romanovs: A Study 
of the Reigns of Tsars Paul I. and 
Alexander I. of Russia, 1796-1825. With 
S3 Illustration*. Demy 8vo, cloth. 16j.net. 

READE’S (CHARLES) Novels. 

Collected Library Edition, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown 8 to, doth, 31. td each. 

Peg Woffington; and Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard Cash. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

With a Preface by Sir Walter Besant. 

1 It Is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 
The Course of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth: and Single¬ 
heart and Dcubietaoe. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades; A Hero and 
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir. 
Love Me Little. Lots Mo Long. 
The Double Marriage. 

Griffith daunt. 

Foul Play. 

Put Yourself in His Place* 

A Terrible Temptation. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

The Jilt; aud Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

A Perilous Secret. 

Readiana; and Bible Characters. 

Also in Twenty-one Volume*, post 8vo, thua- 
traied boards, zs. each. 


Peg Woffington. | 

Christie Johnstone. 


A Simpleton. 


‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 
The Coerce of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth. 
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades; James Lambert. 
Love Mo Little, Love Me Long. 
The Double Marriage. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Hard Cash. i Readiana. 

Foul Play. j Griffith Gaunt. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 


READS fCH A R LE5>—<■»«/»» 

Po^ 8 to. 1 1!nitrated Hoards, if. each. 
Pot Yourself In His PUcSb 
The Wandering Heir. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Slngleheart and DooblcfuMb 
Good Stories of Han, Sc 
The Jilt; aod other stones. 

A Perilous Secret. 

Labor Type, Five Paper Ewnom 
Pott 8 ro, ciotn. gilt top, 2i. net each ; leather 
g.lt edges. 31 - net each. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

32 I.iiis.ra’ioos by M. B HnwERorwE. 

1 It Is Never Too Late to Hand.' 


Popular Editions, medium 8vo. fd. each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 

• It Is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
Pout Play. ( Hard Cash. 

Peg Woffington; and Christie 
Johnstone. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

Put Yourself in His Plane. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love »e Little, Love Me Long. 
A Perilous Secret. 

A Woman Hater. 


The Wandering Heir. Large Type 

Edition, icap.Svo, uoth, lx. net ; leather, 
U. 6 d. nt 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

With ib Photogravure ana 8* hail-ton* 
Illustration* bv MATT 15 . M i:\VfcKDlNK 
8:nall 410, cloth, 6j. net.—Als. » a NkW 
Edition, with 20 Must rations in 4 
Colours and 10 In Black and White by 
Byam Shaw K.I. Demy Bvo, cloth,] 
I 2 x. 6d.; pnrehmert, 16 s. nti. 


RICHARDSON (FRANK), Novels 

_by. Crown 8vo. cloth, v. >/. each. 

The Man who Lost his Past. WUh 
50 lihisPaiK.a^ bv Tom Browne, R.L 

The Bayswater Miracle. 


Crown 8«■*>, cloth, 6x. each. 
The King's Counsel. 

Semi-Society. 

There and Back. » 


RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 

A Rich Man’s Daughter, drown 

8 vo. cloth, v fkL 

Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, doth, 
3s. tki .; post 8vo, picture boards, ax. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards it.each. 

The Uninhabited House. 

Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 
Fairy Water. | Idle Tales. 
Her Mother's Darling. 


RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3X. 6 d. each. 
Barbara Dering. 

Merle!: A Love b;ory. 


ROBINSON (F. W.) 9 NoveU by. 

Women are Strange. Foci Pro, 

itinerated boards. 2*. 

The Hands of Justice. Crowe era, 

cloth, ^r. 6 d. -. post 8vo, Must. bds^ U> 

The Woman in the Dark. Grown 

8tg, cloth, 31.6d.; post 8vo, iliuat, bdau as. 

ROLFE (FR.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6j. each. 

Hadrian the Seventh. 

Don Tarquinio. 


ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 

THE: A List of Principal Warriors who 
came fr om Normandy with Wilham the 
Cnroncmr. In Gold and OVnurv 3*. 

ROSENGARTEN (A.L—A Hand- 

book of Architectural Styles. Tratuu 
latcd by W. Collktt-Sandars. With 
630 Illustrations. Cr. Bvo, doth, 71. 6 tL 


ROSS (ALBERT).—A Sugar 

Priocew. Crown Svo, doth, is. 64 . 


ROWS ELL (MARY C.).— 

Monsieur de Paris. Crowe 8vq, 

cloth, 3 s. €ki. _ 

RUNCIMAN (JAS.), Stories by. 

Schools and Bohol arm. Poet 8vo, 

cloth. 2f. 6 d 

Skippers and Shellbacks. Crowe 

8e«>. cloth, v. 6 d. 

RUSK IN SERIES (The). Square 

i6mo, doth, coloured tops and decor¬ 
ative End-papers, Frontispieces, and 
Titles. r».net each. 

The King of the Golden River. 

By Jofik Rrssax. niustra*cd by 
Richard Doyle. 

Bab end his Friends. By Dr. John 

UR* >WX, 

Old Christmas. By Washington 

ikVISG. 

Fairy Tales from Tuscany. By I. 

M. Anderton. 

Buskin as a Religious Teaehsr. 

Bv F. W. Farrar. d.D. 


RUSSELL tW. CLARK), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. doth, jx. 6d, each; 
post Bvo, iU net rated boards, n, each; 
doth. 2.c. 6 d. each. 

Round the Galley-Fire. 

In the Middle Watch. 

On the Fo’k’ele Head. 

A Voyage to the Cape, 

A Book for the Hammock. 

The Mystery of the 1 Ooean Star. 9 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
The Tale of the Ten. 

An Ooean Tragedy. 

My Shipmate Louise. 

Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 

The Good Ship • Mohock.' 

The Phantom Death. 

Is He the Man? | Heart of Oak. 
The Convict Ship, 

The Last Entry. 
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RUSSELL (W. CLARK) — continued. 
Crown Hvo, cloth, jf. tod. each. 

A Tale of Two Tunnels. 

The Death Ship. 

The 4 Pretty Polly.’ With 12 Illustra¬ 
tions bv G. E. Robertson. 

Overdue. | Wrong Side Out. 

The Convict Ship. Popular Edition, 
medium 8vo, tod. 


RUSSELL (HERBERT).—True 

Blue. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s. tod. 


RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. 

A Country Sweetheart, Crown 8vo. 

picture cloth. rtnt back, 2 s. 

The Drift of Fate. Crown 8yo, cloth, 

3 s. tod .; picture cloth, flat back, as. 

RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his 

Out-of-door Life. By E. W. L. 
Davies. With Illustrations coloured by 
band. Royal svo, cloth, i6x. net. 


RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

(The Fortress of Schluesselburg). lly T 
P. Youvatshkv. Translated by A. S. 
Rappoport. M.A, With nume ous Mua* 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth. 7 s. tod. net. 


SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novel* 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s. tod. each ; po*t 
8vo, Illustrated boards, as. each. 

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note 
bv oi.ivkm Wendell Holmes. 

The Junior Dean. 

Orchard Domerel. 

The Master of St. Benedict's. 

In the F&oe of the World. 

To His Own Master. 

The Trcmlett Diamonds. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. tod. each. 

The Wooing of May. 

Fortune's Gate. 

A Tragio Honeymoon. 
Gallantry Sower. 

A Proctor’s Wooing. 

Bonnie Maggie Lauder. 

Mrs. Dunbar’s Secret. 

■ary (Jnwln. With h Illustrations. 


SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 

Levantine Family. Cr. 8vo. cL, jj, fvi. 

SALA (G. A.).—Gaslight and 

Daylight. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. as. 


SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Present 

By Ex-Chief-I nspector Cavanagh. Post 
8 vo, illustrated boards, as. : cloth, as. tod. 

SERQEANT(ADELINE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3*. tod. each. 

Under False Pretences. 

Dr. Endlcott’s Experiment. 

The Missing Bllsabeth. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, tou 


ST. MARTIN’S LIBRARY (The). 

In pocket sUc, cloth, gilt top, 21. net per 
VoL ; leather, gilt edges, 3 s. net per Vol. 

By Sir Walter Besant. 
London. I Westminster. 
Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Prof. 
E. H. Palmer.) 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
Sir Richard Whittington. 
Gasp&rd do Collgny. 

By Boccaccio. 

The Decameron. 

By Robert Buchanan. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

By Hall Caixe. 

The Deemster. 

By Wilkie Collins* 

The Woman in White. 

By Daniel Dkfok. 

Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus¬ 
trations by G. CRUiKSHAxrc, 

By Charles Dickens. 
Speeches. With Portrait. 

By Austin Dobson. 

Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 
Three Senes, each Illustrated. 

By W.S. Gilbert. 

Original Plays. Three Scries. 

By Thomas Hardy. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Brut Hartk, 

Condensed Novels. 

By Oliver Wkkdbll Holmkr. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. G. THOMSON. 
Compiled br A, H. Hyatt. 

The Charm of London: An Anthology. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. 

The Charm of Venice. 

The Charm of Paris. 

By Richard Jefferies. 

The Life of the Fields. 

The Open Air. 

Nature near London. 

By Charles Lam a 
The Assays of Rlia. 

By Lopd Macaulay. 

History of Rngland, in 5 Volumes. 

Bv Justin* McCarthy. 

The Reign of Queen Anne, in 1 Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 
and of William IV., m a V«is. 

A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession of Q. Victoria to 1897, injVols, 
By George MacDonald. 

Works of Fancy and Imagination, 
in 10 Vols. i6iuo. (For List, see p. 19J 
By W. H. Mallock. 

The Hew Republla 

By Charles Reads. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 
32 Illustrations by M. U. Hewer dink. 

•It is Never Too Lateto Mend. 9 
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*6 _CHATTO & W1NDUS, PUBLISHERS, 


ST. MARTIN’5 l-IBRARY— couthuud. 
By Robert Louis Steyuqioh. 

An Inland Tojatfa. 

Travels with a Donkey. 
Memoriae and Portrait*. 
Virfinibu Paariiqaa 
Men and Books. 

Mow Arabian Nights. 

Across the Plains. 

The Merry Men. 

Prinoe Otto. 

In the Sooth Seas. 

Essays of Travel. 

Weir of Hermiston. 

Collected Poems. 

By H. A. Taixe. 

History of English Literature, in 

4 Vois, With 32 Portraits. 

By Marx Twaw.- Sketches. 

By Walton and Cottoh. 

The Complete Angler. _ 

SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by. 

Crown 8*o. cloth, 6s. each. 

The Vauflo of To-Morrow. 

Comet Chaos. 


SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY. 

_ Part 1 . 

THE OLD-SPKLUMM 
SHAKBlflARB. 

In Forty Volumes, detny Svo, cloth, 
«. 6 d. net per vol. ; or Library Edition, 
pate rag paper, hall-parchment, 5x net 
per vol. In course ol publication. 

The Works of William Shakespeare 
with the spelling mi the Quarto or the 
Folio as the bads o i the Text, and all 
changes marked is heavy type. Edited, 
with brief Introductions and Notes, by K. 
J. Furnivall, ILA^ D.LitL, and F. W. 
CLARKE, M.A. A Hat of the volumes 
already published may be had. 


Part II. 

THE SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS 

Small crown 8 to, quarter-bound antiqu< 
grey boards, is, 6 d. net per vol.; wbo'« 
gold-brown velvet persian, 4 j. mr: 
per vol.: also 500 special sets on larg«* 
paper, half parchment, gilt tops (to U 
subscribed for only in sets), 51. net. per 
voL Each volume with Frontispiece. 

1. Lodge's ' Roealynde *: the 
original of Shakespeare's • Aa 
Yon Like It." Edited by W. W. 
Greg, MJi. 


a Greene's 1 Pandosto/or * Doras* 
tns and Fawniathe original 
of Shakespeare’s ' Winter's 

Tale. Edited by P. G. Thomas. 

> Brooke’s Poem of 1 Romeos and 
Juliet ’: the original of Shake¬ 
speare's 'Romeo and Juliet.' 

Edited by P. A. Daniel. Modernised 
and re-efilted by J. J. Munro. 

4. • The Troublesome Reign of 
King John’i the Play rewritten 

Sir?? 1 ' S*P earo M ‘King John.' 
Baked by F. J. FbrjiiVall, D.Utt. 


SHAKE 5 PBARS LIBRARY-mt 

; TRX SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS— continued* 

5.1 ‘The History of Hamlet* 1 

With other Documents illustrative of 
the sources of Shakspcare's Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the Lbgkxd or 
Hamlxt by Prof. I. Gollaxcz. 

7 - * The Play of King Loir and Min 
Three Daughters': the old play 
on the subject of King Lew, 

Edited by Sldkky Lee, D.Lift. 

K 'The Taming of a Shrew's 
Bone the okl play used by Shakespeare 
In 1 The Taming of the Shrew/ Edited 
by Professor F. S. Boas. If.A, 

9 - The Sonroes and Analogues of 
4 A Midsummer Might's Dream.* 
Edited by Frank Sidgwick. 

ml 'The Famous Victories of 
Bi^dsry y * 

il ' The Menmchmi': the original 
•f S he k ee p s ar e's ‘Comedy of 
MXTors.' Latin text, with the Eliza¬ 
bethan Translation. Edited by W. H. D. 
Rouss. Litt.D. 

15. 'Fromee and Cassandra': 
the source of 'Measure for 
Measure.' 

13. ' Apolonlns and SUIa'i the 
source of • Twdflh N:ghu’ Edited by 
Morton Luce. 

14. ‘The First Part of the Conten¬ 
tion betwixt the taro famous 
Houses of York and Lancas¬ 
ter,’ and 9 The True Tragedy of 
Rlohard, Duke of York': the 
originals of the second and third parts of 
•King Henry VI/ 

15- The Bouroee of'The Tempest.* 

16. The Souroes of 'CymbelTne.' 

17. The Sources and Analogues 
of ‘ The Merehant of Yen ice.’ 

Edited by Profmor I. Gollaxcz. 

18. Romantic Tales: the sources of 
' The Two Gentlemen of Verona,' * Merry 
Wives/ * Mach Ado about Nothing' 

’ An’s WeH that Ends Well/ 

19. ao Shakespeare's Plutarch : the 
sources of ’ Jnilos Osar,’ • Antouy and 
Cleopatra,' ' Coriolasns,' and ‘Tltnon/ 
Edited by C. F. Tccekk Brooke, M.A. 


JTAKT |il. 


THE LAMB 8 HAKESPBARJB 
FOR YOUNG FeOPLL 

With illustrations and Music. Based on 
Mart and Charles Lamb's Tales from 


- --r. M..MV 

by Professor I. Gollaxcz to insert within 
the setting of prose those scenes and 
passages from the Plays with which the 
young reader should early become ac¬ 
quainted. The Music arranged by T. 
Maskell Hardt. Imperial iGmo, cloth. 
11.6rf. net per vol.; leather, at. 6d.net per 
voL; Special School Edition, linen, 8J. 
net pervoL 
I. The Tempest. 

II. As You Like It. 

1 IL A Midsummer Might 1 * Dnaq, 

IV. The Merchant of Venlo*^ 

V. The Winter*. Halt. 

VI. Twelfth Night. 
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SHERARD (R. H.).—Rogue*. 


SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY — cont. 
Thk Lamb Shakbspkakk— continual . 
Vfl. Cymbelln*. 

VIII. Komaoan* Julia*. 

IX. Haobotb. 

X. Much Ado About Nothin*. 


XI. A Life of Shakespeare for the 
Y oung* [Preparing. > 


Xil. In evening with Shake¬ 
speare : 10 Dramatic Tableaux for 
Young People, with Music by T.i 
Maskkll Hardy, and Illustrations. 
Cloth, 21. net; leather, $s. 64. net; 
linen, is. 64. net. 


Part IV 

SHAKESPEARE'S ENGLAND. 

A series of volumes Illustrative of the life, 
thought, and letters cf England in the time 
of Shakespeare. Tile first volumes are— 

Robert Laneham’s Letter, describing 
part of the Entertainment given to 
Queen Elizabeth at Kenilworth Castle in 
1375 With Introduction by Dr. FURNI- 
vall, and Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 
cloth. 5*, net. 

The Rogues and Vagabonds of 
Shakespeare's Youth : reprints of 
Awdeley’s 4 Fraternity® of Vacabondee,* 
Harman’s ‘Caveat for CommonCursetara.' 
Parson Habeo’sor Hyberdyne’s ' hermoo 
in Praise of Thieves and Thievery,' &c. 
With many woodcuts. Edited, with In¬ 
troduction, by Edward Vims and Dr. 
Furxivalu Demy 8ve, cloth, 5s. net. 

Shakespeare's Hollnshed : a reprint 
of ail the passages in Holinshed’s 
•Chronicle* of which use was made in 
Shakespeare’s Historical Plays, with 
Notes. Edited by W. G. Boswbld 
Stofol Roval 8vo, cloth, lor 6 d. net. 

The Rook of Elizabethan Verse. 
Edited, with Notes, by William 
STANLEY Braitrwaits. With Frontis- 
piece and Vignette. Small crown 8 vo, 
cloth, 6r. net; vellum gilt, 12.?. 64. net. 

The Shakespeare Allusion Book. 
Reprints 01 all references to Shakespeare 
and hitWorks before the close of the 17th 
century, collected by Dr. Inglvby, Miss 
L. Toulmi.n Smith, Dr. Furxivall, and 
J. J.MUNRO, Twovoi*., roy. 8vo. air. Qct. 

Harrison's Description of Eng¬ 
land. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
I.-lll. as issued by the New Shaksperc 
Society. Edited by Dr. Furnivall. 
With additions by Mrs. C. C, STOP&s. 
(25a co pies onlv.) 171. 64. n et. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By A. C. 

SWIKHURXK. Crown 8vo, ciotll, 8 J. 

The Age of Shakespeare. By A. C. 

Swikburmc. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6r. 
net. 

Shakespeare's Sweetheart s a 
Romance* By Sarah h. sterling. 
With 6 Coloured Illustrations by C* B. 
PECK. Square Svo. cloth, Os. 

SHARP (WILLIAM).—Children 

of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 *. 64 . 


_ Crown 8 vo. Cloth. It. 64 . _ 

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD 

BRINSLBY) Complete Works. 

Crowu 8vo, cloth. 3.,. 64 . 


SHERWOOD (MARGARE1).— 

DAPHNE: a Pastoral. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth 3*. 64. 

SHIEL (M. P.) f Novels by. 

The Purple Cloud. Cr. 8 vo. cloth. 31.64. 
Unto the Third Generation* Cr.8vo 

cloth, Os. 


SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in¬ 
cluding Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and J. 
C. Hotter. With 95 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. doth, 31.64. 


SIMS (GEORGE R.), Book* by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth 
limp, 21. 64. each. 

The Ring o' Bells* 

Tlnklotop’s Crime. | Zepho 
Dramas Of Life* With 60 Illustrations. 
My Two Wives* | Tales of To-day. 
Memoirs of a Landlady* 

Scenes from the Show* 

The Ten Commandments* 


Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. each; cloth, 
ij. 64. each. 

The Dagonet Reciter and Reader. 
The Case of George Candlemas. 
Dagonet Ditties, j Life We Live. 
Young Mrs* Caudle* 

Li Ting of London. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 64, each; post 8vo, 
picture boards, 2 s. each ; cloth, as. 64. each. 

Mary Jane's Memoirs. 

Mary Jane Married. 

Dagonet Abroad. 

Rogues and Vagab onds* 

Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 04. each. 

For Life—and After. 

Cnee upon a Christmas Time. 

With 8 Illustrations bv CU AS.GREEN, K.L 

Jn London's Heart* 

A Blind Marriage* 

Y/ithodt the Limelight* 

The Small-part Lady. 

Biographs of Babylon* 

His Wife’s Revenge. 

The Myst ery of Mary A nne* 

Picture ootb. flat back, is. each* 

Rogues and Vagabonds* 

In Londo n s Heart. 

Popular Editions, medium 8 vo, 64 . each; 
Mary Jane's Memoirs* 

Mary Jane Married* 

Rogues a nd Vagabond s* 

How the Poor Live; and Horrible 
London* Crown Svo, leatherette, u. 
Dagonet Dr amas* Crow n 8to, u. 
Joyce Pleasantry. With a Frontis¬ 
piece by Hugh Thomson* Crown 8vo t 
doth, 61. 
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SHELLEY’S Complete WORKS 

In Verne and Prose. Edited by R. 
Hkknk Shepherd. Five Vote., crown 
8vo. cloth. 3*. 6 d. each. 

Poetical Works, in Three Vols.: 

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson ; Sliellcy'y 
Correspondence with Stockdalc : Wandering 
Jew; Queen Mab ; Alastor ; Rosalind anc? 
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonnis. 

Vol. II. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; 

i ulian and Maddalo : Swellfoot the Tyrant : 
'he Witch of Atlas ; Epipsycbidion : Hellas. 
Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The 
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 

Pro so Works, in Two Vote. : 

Vol. I. Zastrozzt; St. Irvyne ; Dublin and 
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism ; 
Letters to Leigh Hunt ; Minor Writings. 

Vol. II. Essavs; Letters from Abroad; 
Translat ions and Fragments ; a Biography. 

SISTER DORA. By M. Lonsuale. 

I)emy 8vo, $d .; cloth. 6 d. 

SLANG DICTIONARY (1 he): His- 

torical and Anecdotal. Ur. 8vo. cl.. 6*. (vi. 

SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE). — 

The Jane Princess. Crown 8vo, 

cloth. 6 s. ___ 

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 

8vo. tx. ; cloth, lx. 6 <i. 

SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).- 

5 on>fs ol Adieu, *to, Jap. vellum, 6 s. 

SOW ERB Y (At. and G.), 

Children’s Books by. 
Bumbietoes: their Adventures with 
Belinda and the Buttonsboy, pictured 
in 12 Coloured Scenes and 18 other 
Illustrations by MlLLICENT SOWKRBY. 
With Ve ses by Githa Sowerby. Small 
crown 8vo. decorated boards, ix. 6 d. net. 
Childhood: Twelve Days from our Youth. 
Pictured in Colours by MiLiJCENT 
SOWKRBY and written in Verse by Githa 
SOWKRBY. Crown 4to, cloth, 3*. 6 d. net. 
Yesterday’s Children. With 12 
Illustrations in Colour and many in Line 
by MtLL!C»?NT SOWKRBY; and Verses 
. by Githa Sowerby. Crown 4to, cloth. 
3x. 6 </. net^ _ 

SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 

The Myatorics of Heron Dyke. 
By Devious Ways. 

Hoodwinked; & Sandycroffc Mys¬ 
tery. I The Golden Hoop. 

Back to Life. I Quittance in Full. 
The Loudwator Tragedy. 

Purgo’a Romance. 

A Husband from the Sea. 

Crown Kvo cloth 3$. fvi. each 
Her Ladyship. I The Grey Monki 
The Master of Tronance. 

The Secret of Wyvem Towers, 
t Doom of Siva. | As it was Wrltten 
The Web of Fate. 

Experien ces of Mr. Ve rachoyle. 

Stepping Blindfold: Cr.8vo. cloth. 6x. 
Wife or No Wife.Post 8vo,cloth, u. 6<i. 


SPEIGHT (E. E.).—The Galleon 

of Torbay. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6x. 

SPENSER for Children. By M. H. 

Towky. With Coloured Illustrations by 
W. 1. MORGAN, Crown 4to. cloth. 3*. fvi. 

SPETTIGUE (H. H.). - The 

_He ritage of Eve. Cr. 8vo, cloth, fa. 

SPinl MANN (AIRS. M. H.).— 

Margery Bedford and her Friends. 

With numerous Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne. I^rge crown 8vo, c oth, $s net. 

The Rainbow Book: Sixteen 
Tales of Fun and Fancy. Wiin 
37 Illustrations by Arthur Rackham, 
Hugh Thomson, Bernard Partridge, 
and other wcll kiown arlist9. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth gilt. 5 s. net.__ 

SPRIGGE (S. SQUIRE). — An 

industrious Chevalier. Crown 8vo, 
3?. (x i. _ 

STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by. 

Doris and I. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. Orf. 
Carlton Priors. Cr own 8vo t cloth. fa. 

STANLEY (WINIFRED). — A 

Flash ol the Will. Cr. 8n>. cloth. 6« . 

STARRY HEAVENS Poetical 

Birthday Book. Pott 8vo. cl oth. 2*. 6//, 

STEDMAN (E. C.).—Victorian 

Poets. Crown Kv<\ cloth ox. _ 

STEPHENS (RJCCARDO).—The 

Crucif orm Mark. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 3 s, f»i. 

STEPHENS (R. NEILSON).— 

Philip Wlnwood. Cr. 8vo cl., y. 6 d. 

STERLING (S. H.), Stories by. 

Square Svo, cloth, 6x. each. 
Bhakeapeare's Swoothoart. With 
h Coloured Illustrations by C. E. Peck. 
A Lady of King Arthur’s Court. 

With Illustrations in Colours by CLARA 
Elsknk Peck, and other Decoiatious. 

STERNDALE (R. AlRMITAGE). 

—The Afghan Knife. Post Svo,cloth, 

3«. (W. : illustrated boards, it. 

STERNE <L AU R E N C E).~ 

A Sentimental Journey. With 8* 
Illustration* by T. H. Robinson, and 
a Photogravure Portrait. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, 3L 6 d m _ 

STEVENSON (BURTON E.).— 

Affairs of State. Crown Svo, cloth, 
_ _ __ 

STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The 

Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 
36 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3x. bd. : picture cloth H at back, 2t, _ 

STODDARD (C. W.), Books by. 

Post 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 6x. net each. 
South Sea Idyls: Summer Cruising. 

The Island of Tranquil Delights* 
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5TEVENS0N (R. LOUIS), 

Works by. Cr. 8 vo. buckram, 6*. each. 

Travels with a Donkey. With a 
Frontispiece by Walter Crank, 

An Inland Voyage. With a Frontis¬ 
piece bv Walter Crank. 

Familiar Studies of Men A Books. 
The Silverado Squatters. 

The Merry Men. 

U nderwoods: P< /cm*. 

Memories and Portraits* 
Yirginibus Pueriaque. 

Ballads. ] Prince Otto. 

Across the Plains. 

Voir of Hermiston. 

In the South Seas. 

Bssays of Travel. 

Tales and Fantasies. 

Bssays in the Art of Writing. 

A London Sabbath Morn. Illus¬ 
trated by A. S. Boyd. _ 

Songs of Travel. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 51. 
Mew Arabian Mights. Crown Svo. 
buckram, 65.; post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.; 
Popular Edition, mediu m 8vo, 6ri. 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6 d. net each ; 
parchment, 105. 6 d. net each : Large Paper 
Edition, pure rag paper, the Platts 
mounted, vellum, 315. net each. 

An Inland Yoyage. with ia Illus¬ 
trations in Colour, 12 in Black and White, 
and other Decorations, by Noel Rookk. 
Travels with a Donkey in the 
Doyennes. With 12 illustrations in 
Colour, 12 in Black and White, and 
other Decorations, by Noel Rooks. 

A Child’s Garden of Yerses. With 
12 Illustrations in Colour and numerous 
Black and White Drawings by MlLU- 
CENT SOWERBY. Large crown Hvo, cloth, 
5 x net ; Large Paper Edition, parch¬ 
ment, 10 2. 6 d. net. _ 

Post 8vo, cloth backs, 11. net each ; leather, 
2 s. net each. 

A Christmas Sermon. 

Prayers Written at Yailima. 

There is also a Miniature Edition 01 
the Prayers in velvet calf yapp (a| by 
3| in.), is . net. _ 

The Suicide Club ; and The Rajah's 
Diamond. (From New Arabian 
Nights.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. 
Hknnkssy. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6 d. 
The Stevenson Reader. Kdited bv 
Lloyd Osbourne. Post 8vo, cloth, 
Xs . 6 d,: buckram, gilt top, 35. 6 d. 

The Pooket R.L.S.: Favourite Pas¬ 
sages. i 6mo. cl, 2 s. net; le ather, 3 s. net. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions* 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt tup, 2v. net each ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3 s. net each. 

An Inland Voyage. 

Travels with a Donkey. 
Yirginibus Puerlsque. 

Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 
Mew Arabian Nights. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Across tho Plains. 

The Merry Men. | Pripoe Otto. 
IB $he South 6oa% 


STEVENSON (R. l*Q\}\S)-<ontinued. 
Essays of Travel. 

Weir of Hermiston. 

Collected Poems of R. L, S. 

R. L. Stevenson: A Study. By H. B. 
Bail don. With 2 Portraits. Crown 
tvo, buckram, 6r. 

Recollections of R. L. Stevenson 

in the Pacific. By Arthur John. 
STONE. With Portrait and Facsimile 
Letter. Crown 8vo. buckram, 6s, net. 

STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

The Man Apart. 

The Little God's Drum. 

STRUTT (JOSEPH).—The 

Sports and Pastimes of tbe People 

of England. With 140 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 32.6 d. __ 

STUART (H. LONGAN.)- 

W ee ping Cro ss. Crown Svo. cloth , 6j. 

SULTAN (THE) AND HISSUB- 
I JECTS. Hy Kiciiakd Davky. With 
I Portrait. Demv 8vo. c’oth. 7 1. 6 d net 

SUNDOWNER, Stories b>^ 

Told by the Taffrall. Cr. 8vo, 3 s. 6 d. 
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown 
8vo, cloth, Hat back. is. 

SUTRO (ALFRED). — The 

Foolish Virgin** Fcp. 8vo. i t: cl.. i.t.Arf. 

SWIFT’S (Dean) Choice Works, 

in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Por¬ 
trait. and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.V. 6r/. 
Jonathan Swift: A Study, 'tty j. 
Churton Collins. Cr. 8to, cl„ 3?. 6 d. 

SWINBURNE’S (ALQERNON 

CHARLES) Work*. 

Mr. Swinburne’s Colleeted Poems. 

In 6 Vots.. crown Svo, 36*. net I he sK. 

Mr. Swinburne’s Collected Tra¬ 
gedies. In 5V0K.cr.8v0, $or nctfhe*-l. 
Selections from Mr. 8winburne’a 
Works. With Preface bv T. WAITS- 
Dunton, and 2 Photogravure Plates. 

Fcap. 8vo, 6 t._ 

The Queen-Mother; and Rosa¬ 
mond. Crown 5 ivo, 7 s. 6net. 
At&lanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo,6.t. 
Chastel&rd : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 
Crown Svo. o*. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Crown 8vo. r*«. 

Poems and Ballads. Third Series. 

Crown 8vo. 72, 

Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, 

10 s. 6d, 

Both well: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, ixs.CxL 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo,Ct 
George Chapman. (In Vol. II. of G. 

Chapman s Works.) Crown 8vo, 3 s. 6 , 1 . 
Bssays and 8tudies. Crown Syo, 121. 
Breohtheus: A Tragedv. Crown 8vo/«. 
A Mote on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 6c. 

A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 
8 vo, 6s. 
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SWINBURNE (A. C continued. 

Songs of Clio Springtides* Crown 

8vo. 6 s. 

Studies In Bond. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo,8j. 
Tristram of Lyonesee. Crown Svo,or. 
A Century of Roundels, Cr. Svo, 65. 
A Midsummer Holiday. Cr. 8vo, 7^ 
Marino Failero: A Tragedy. Crown 
8 vo, 6t. 

A Study of Vlotor Hugo. Cr 8*0^6*. 
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 12s. 
Locrine s A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s, 

A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. Svo, 75. 
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, bs. 
Astrophel, So. Crown 8vo, 7j. 
Studies in Prose and Poetry. 
Crown Svo, or. 

The Tale of Balen. Crown Svo, 7*. 
Rosamuid, Queen of the Lom¬ 
bardi : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, bs. 

A Channel Passage. Crown 8vo, 7 s. 
Love's Cross-Currents: A Years 
Letters. Crown Svo, 6r. net. 

William Blake. Crown Svo, 6 s. net 
The Duke Of Oandia* Crown Svo, 5 s. 
The Age of Shakespeare, Crown 
Svo, txj. net. 


SW1NNERTON (FRANK A.).— 

The Merry heart. Cr. 8vo, doth, 6 s 


SYRETT (NETTA) f Novels by. 

Anne Page. Crown 8vo, cloth, as. bd. 

A Castle of Dreams. Crown Svo, 

cloth, 65. _ 

TAINES History of English 

Literature. Trans. byHKNRY Van Laun. 
Four Vols., demy Svo, cl., 30 f.—POPULAR 
Edition, Two vols., crown 8vo, cl., 155.: 
Fink Paper Edition, in Four Vols., with 
3a Portraits, pott 8vo, cloth,gilt top, ar.net 
per vol.: leather, gilt edges, 3$. net per vol. 

TALES FOR THE HOMES. 

By Twenty-S ix Wall-known authors. 
Edited by Rev. J. Marchant. Published 
for the benefit of the Barnardo Me¬ 
morial Fund. With 3 Portraits. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 5 s. net _ 

TAYLOR (TOM). — Historical 

Dramas. Crown Svo, is. each. 

‘Jeanne Darg,* 

'Twlyt Axe and Crown.* 

•The Fool's Revenge.' 

4 Arkwright’s Wife.’ 

* Anne Boleyn.' 

_ »Plot and Passion/ _ 

THACKERAY : The Rode and 

The Ming. With Coloured Frontispiece, 
44 Illustration? (12 in Two Tints) and 
Decorative End-papers by Gordon 
Browne. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3 s. bd, uet. 
Thackeray (The Pocket). Arranged 
by A, H. Hyatt, jbrao, cloth, gilt 
_ top, 2 s, net: leather, gilt top. 3 s. net. 

THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by. 

The Siren's Web. Cr. $vo, cl, 3 j, bj. 
Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, bs.\ 


THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by. 

In a Cathedral City. Cr.8vo.cL, 3*. 6d 

Crown Svo, cloth. 64. each. 

The Bouse on the Soar. 

The Bon of the House. 


THOREAU: HI* Life and Aims. 

By A. H. Page. With a Portrait, Post 
1 Svo, buckram, 3 s. bd. 


THORNBURY (WALTER).— 
Tales for the Marines. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, as. 


TIMBS (JOHN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. bd. each. 

Clubs and Clnb Life In London. 

With 41 Illustrations. 

English Eccentrics and Ecoeta- 
trioltiee. With 48 Illustrations. 


TREETON (ERNEST A.).-The 

Instigator* Crown Svo, cloth, 6c. 

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 34. 6d. each; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2.s. each. 

The Way We Live How. 

Frau Prohmann. I Marlon Fay. 
The Land-Leaguers. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Zs. each. 

Kept in the Dark. 

The American Senator. 

The Golden Lion of Granpere. 


Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. bd. each* 

Mr; Scarborough's Family. 
John Caldlgate. 


TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.l, 

Navel. by. Crown 8vi\ cloth, 3$. M. 
each: post 8ro,illustrated hoards aj.eacli. 

Like Ship, upon the Sea. 

Mabel*. Progress. | JLnne Fumeas. 


TROLLOPE (T. A.).—Diamond 

Cut DUmoad. Post 8vo, Mua. bds.. 21. 


TURENNE (RAYMOND).—The 

Lut of tha Mammoths, Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3*. 6< i. 


TWAIN’S (MARK) Booka. 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 
Svo. cloth. 3.*. 6d. c.ich. 

Mark Twain’eMbrary of Humour. 

With IQ7 Illustrations bv E. W. KKMlit.ti. 

Boughing It: anJ The Innocents 
at Home. With aoo Illustrations by 
F A Fraser 

The American Claimant. With 81 

Illustrations bv Hal Hurst and other*. 
Pudd’nhoad Wilson. With Portrait 
andbix Illustrations bv I OUIS Lokb. 

• The Adventures of Tpm Sawyer. 

With 111 Illustrations, 
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TWAIN (glARK Y-^nthiujd. 


With ed 


Tom Sawyer Abroad. 

Illustration* by Dam Bkard. 

Tom Sawyer, Detective, With Port 
■ A Tramp Abroad. With 314 I Hosts. 
•Xha Innocents Abroad: or. New 
Pilgrim's Progress. With *34 Hln^ts. 
•The Glided Age. By Mark twain 
and C. D. Warner. With aia Illnsts. 
"The Prlnoe and tbe Pauper. 

With 190 Illustrations. . 

• Life on the Mississippi. 300 Illusts. 
•The Adventures of Huckleberry 

Finn. 174 Blasts, by E. W. Kemble. 

• A Yankee at the Court of King 

Arthur. 120 Illusts. by Dan Beard. 

• The Stolen White Elephant. 
•The £ 1 , 000,000 Bank-Note. 

A Doable - barrelled Detective 
Story. With 7 Illustrations. 
Personal Recollections of Joan of 
Arc. With ta Illusts. by F. V. Do Mond 
More Tramps Abroad. 

The Man that Corrupted Hadley- 
bnrtf. With Frontispiece. 

Tbe Cholee Works of Mark Twain. 

With Life, Portrait, and Illustrations. 

%• The Books marked • may be had also in 
post Svo, cloth, is. each. 

Popular Edition^ medium Svo, 6 d. each. 

Tom Sawyer. | A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prince and the Pauper 
Huckleb erry Finn. 

Mark Twain’s Sketches. Pott 8 v., 
cloth, gilt top, 2 s. net: leather, gilt edge 
3 j. net; post 8vo, cloth, is. 


TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).*-* 

Mistress Judith. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

35. 6 d.\ post 8vo. illustrated boards, is. 

UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by. 

Tbe Queen against Owen. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3J. 6«/.: picture cloth, flat back, 
25,; post 8vo, picture boards, is. 

Tbe Phantom Torpedo-Boats. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth, 65. __ 

VANDAM (ALBERT D.L-A 

Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations 
by J. B. Davis, Crown Bve, cloth, 3r. 6 d. 


VASHTl and ESTHER. By 

• Belle ’ of The Wo rld. Cr. 8vo, cl„ 3s. 6 d . 

VENICE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
Century. By Philipps Mossier. 
Translated from the French, with a 
Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cl. 7s. 6d. net. 


TWELLS (JULIA H.).—Et tu, 

5 «|ane I Crowu 8vo. cloth, 61. 


VICENZA (The Painters of).— 

By Tavcreo Borenius. With 15 Full- 
page Plates. Demy Svo, doth, yu 6d, 
net. _ : _ 


VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 

Bosk. by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s. 6tL each. 

The Scorpion. 

The Lov er’s Progress. 

A Path or Thorns. Crown tfvo, cloth, fit. 
The Wild Marquis: Lite and Adven¬ 
tures of Armand Ooerry de Maubreuil. 
Crown 8vo, doth, fir. 


WALLACE (LEWJ.—Bcn-Hur: 
A Tale of the Christ. Crown 8v«, 
cloth. 3». fid- 


TYTLER (SARAH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6 d. each; poet 8vo, 
illustrated boards, is. each. 

Buried Diamonds. 

The Blaekhall Ghosts. 

What Sh e Came Thro ugh. 

Post Svo, Illustrated boards, is. each. 

Saint Mungo’s City. ! Lady Bell. 
The Huguenot Family. 
Disappeared. I Noblesse Oblige. 
Beauty a nd the Beast . 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6 d. e ach. . 

The Maodonald Lass. 

The Witch-Wife. „ 

Rachel Langton. I Sapphlra 
Mrs. Carmichael's Goddesses. 

A Honeymoon's Eclipse. 

A Young Dragon. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. each. 

Three Men of Mark; 

In Clarissa’s Day. 

Sir David’s Visitors. 

The Poet and His Guardian Ange 1 

Citoyenne Jacqueline. Crown 8vo, 
picture clotll, >lat back, is. 

The Bride’s Pass. Post 8vo Illus¬ 
trated boards, is. 


WALLER (S. E.).—Sebastlani’s 

Secret. With 0 Ill usts. Cr. 8vo. cL, 6s. 


WALTON and COTTON'S 

Complete Angler. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt, is. net: leather, gilt edg es. 3* net. 


WALT WHITMAN, Poem* by. 

Edited, with Introduction by W. M. Ros¬ 
setti. With Port Cr. Svo, buckram, fir. 


WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 

J oa n, tbe curate# Crown 8vo, cloth, 
35. 6 d .; picture cloth, flat back, 2 s. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 65. each. 

Tbe Heart of a Girls With 8 Illusts. 
Tom Dawson. 

The You ngest Miss B rown. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6 d. each. 

A Fight to a Finish, 

The Old House at the Corner. 
Love and Lordship. 

What Ought Bhe to Do? 

My Lady of Whims. 


WARMAN (CY).—The Express 

Mesge nref. Crown $vo, cloth, 31. <*L 

WASSERMANN (LILLI AS).— 
The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, doth, is. Od. 
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WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 

Trust-Money. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3*. 6 d.; 
post Hvo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, doth. (is. each. 

Dr. Wynne’s Revenge. 

The 8acred Crescents. 

A Very Queer Business. 

Crown Hvo, cloth. (\i. each. 

A Woman Tempted Him. 

For Honour ana Life. 

Her Two Millions. 

Two Pinches of Snuff. 

With the Red Eagle. 

A Red Bridal. I Nigel Portescue. 

S 2 n I B **<*li Dene. 

The Old Factory. 

Sons of Belial. | Strange Grimes. 
Her Ladyships Secret. 

The Phantom City. 

Ralph Norbreck’s Trust. 

A Queer Race. 1 Rod Ryvlngton. 
Roy of Roy's Court. 

As Duck would have It. 

As a Man Sows. 

The Old Bank. 


With the Red Ragle Popular 

Kwtion, medium Svo, od, 

WARRANT to Execute Charles!. 

A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures and 
Seals, u. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
Of Soots. Including yneeu klizabctU’s 
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